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When the San in hed, 

Cnrtained with cloudy red. 

Pillows his chin apon an Orient wave. 
The flocking shadows pale 
Troop to the infernal jail, 

Each fettered ghost slips to his several grave ; 

And the yellow skirted fays 

Fly after the night steeds, leaving their moon-loved muw^^^ 
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PREFACE. 



J/HE following desultory Poem was commenced 
soon after intelligence had been received in India, 
of those momentous vicissitudes which so deeply 
affected the continent of Europe in 1813. In these 
distant parts of the earth the progress of the awful 
struggle was intensely interesting : — it is not therefore 
unnatural, that the prelude of the Poem should have 
gathered an impulse from the general feeling; for, 
the grandeur and ruin ever to be associated with 
the names of Moscow and Smolensk, were as 
capable of exciting the enthusiasm of poetry, as 
the sympathies of religious pity. 

The style of the Poem is varied with the subject. 
In portraying the effigies of some of the Eastern 
idols, a mock dignity of diction seemed necessary ; 
for, to have described their puerile greatness without 
a vien of raillery would have given them too much 
importance; and to have sung their names and at- 
tributes without an air of gravity, would have ill 
suited the genius of " the lofty verse." 



VIU PREFACE. 

The Second part assumes a more serious tone. 
As the First set forth some prominent things in the 
practice, faith, and prospects of the Hindoos, it seem- 
ed desirable to form a contrast by introducing a 
brief view of the nature and effects of the Christian 
Religion; and the doctrine of the resurrection from 
the dead according to revealed truth, presenting such 
a delicate picture to the romantic mind, and such a 
force of evidence to the understanding in opposition 
to the whimsical fables of the Eastern mythology, it 
was at once selected as a theme well calculated to 
relieve the attention so long detained amongst the 
prodigies of the shasters. 

It is scarcely necessary to remark, how much this 
work is indebted to the Rev. W. Ward of Serara- 
pore, for the assistance derived from his elaborate 
and invaluable volumes on the Customs, &c. of the 
Hindoos. 

The present edition was undertaken for two rea- 
sons. 1st, That by a careful revision of the Poem it 
might be rendered still more deserving the favour which 
the London edition had received ; for the writer was 
not so indifferent to public opinion as not to value the 
indulgence which had protected his muse, nor so proud 
as not to profit by the many friendly suggestions which 
had been hinted from various quarters. 2nd, That by 



PREFACE. IX 

a superintendence of the work as it passed through 
the press under his own eye, he might prevent the re- 
petition of those almost innumerable mistakes which 
so disfigured the First Edition, owing chiefly to its 
having been printed from an incorrect copy of the 
manuscript made in England. 

The author concludes his Preface to the Indian 
Edition of Orient Harping, by respectfully acknow- 
ledging his obligations to those gentlemen who have 
favoured it with their patronage. 

Calcutta, 1 
April 15, 1822. J 
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ERRATA. 

P. 119. 1. 15. /or '« steams*' read " streams." 
13«. 1. 24. — " Obscede" — " Obscene." 



 

Orient f^otpins^ 



PART I. 



ARGUMENT. 

THE anbjeet propoMjl. Lamentation over a mined world. True heroism 
considered. Effects of war. Apostrophe to Wilberforce — Bralnerd. Scene on 
MoQDt Olivet. Christ is represented as beholding in prophetic vision the 
travail of his sonl, the fmit of his sufferings. The latter-day glory is present to his 
omniscient mind. The doty of Christians to propagate the Gospel considered. 
Opposing characters described. The value of the Gospel argued from the 
practice, faith, and prospects of the Hindoos. These three subjects are princi- 
pally enlarged upon in this part. 

Their practice— >After some lines of descriptive night scenery, a human 

I 

sacrifice to Kalee is noticed — Jagannath deseribed— Miseries of pilgrims — Epi- 
sode of Gopaul and Annnda — ^Jagannath's car. 

Their faith — The descent of Ganga is chosen, as showing in the tale of Sagara 
the source of their purity, and the means of their resurrection. An abridgment of 
the tale from the Ramayuna will be found amongst the notes. 

llieir prospects. Vishnu's heaven described. Thoughts on immortality— The 
Huron hero— Hope of happiness in a future state leads the widow to born with the 
corpse of her husband. — Contrast to her death in the case of a Moravian sister. — 
Yama, lord of the dead, described— -his hell— the road to it— its diversified mise- 
ries— conciuding death-bed scene. 
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THE PRELUDE. 

JL HE orient panorama^ glowing grand, 
Strange to the eye of poesy ; the depths 

Of jungle shade 5 the wild immensity 

Of forests rank with plenitude^ where trees 

Foreign to song display their mighty forms, 

And clothe themselves with all the pomp of blossom; 

The fervid heavens ; the hot consuming wind ; 

The fierce delirium of north-western storms. 

Black with vehemence ; the vicissitude 

Of shape and hue afloat upon the sky. 

When the full clouds are toss'd upon the gale ; 

The village throng'd with sable peasantry ; 

The temple, dark abode of numerous gods 

Of all complexions in chromatic glory, 
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4 THB PRBLUDB. 

Of various structure, tall, or short and round. 

Brittle, but comely to th' admiring eye. 

Or tough and serviceable, made to last 

As gods should last ; the shasters still more crowded 

With unintelligible things ; then late, 

Though most congenial to the soul of song, 

The cross of Christ victorious in the land 

Of heathens shrouded now in moral gloom. 

The Muse discursive sings. 

She sings as suits 
Her moody mind, descriptive with light touch 
Praising sweet Nature's fantasies. Eurapt 

ft 

In waking dreams, she urges the bold winga 
Of thought to wildest flight; or sober jg;rown. 
With grave sarcasm chants of absurd things; 
Or humorous, quaintly thrums a chord or two ; 
Then solemn dwells upon the works of God, 
Seen every where, most felt with blessed power 
Resting upon the soul of man reuew'd. 

O that God's world had never been th' abode 
Of sin — so fair, so beautiful a place. 
Curiously wrought by the great Architect, 
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And fix'd at due depending distance^ (bung 

T* embellish the wide prospect gaz'd upon 

By spirits turretted in blessedness,) 

From high heaven's border, by the wondrous power 

And will of Him who made it. Lovely shadow 

Of his own blest abode ; remote, yet ever 

Moving in duteous orb. How full of grace 

To charm the soul, of dignity to awe ! 

How deck'd with goodly ornaments, as though 

^Twere built for ardent angels, sojourning 

Through the broad universe, to light upon. 

And rest their wearied plumes, and cheer themselves 

Midst the delightsome show ; then fresh and bland 

Renew their course to execute God^s will. 



There are who mourn that thou art but a wreck 
Of thy fair former self. Blest hadst thou been 
In all the purity of unsham'd glory. 
Tranquilly wandering through thy wonted path. 
The star of honour in the mystic system. 
The rich arcanum of the Highest, where 
Deposited the hidings of his skill 
In comeliest sort arrang'd, might still have drawn 
Unsullied man to the Original 
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Id sweet devotion^ praising thee, O God, 

But for the fall ! a heaven had been this place. 

Darkly disordered ; beings from their skies 

Of calm beatitude, midst holy sounds 

Of trump, and harp, and high accorded echoes. 

Would then with undiminish'd joy have walk'd 

Abroad in the wide Eden of thy hills 

And vales, and solemn haunts, supremely glad 

To hear the voice of God in the wild tones 

From the lone brook, and the fresh whisperings 

Of the green glen, what time the eye of day 

Look'd forth on scene so joyful, or the night 

Gloom'd pensively divine o'er thy hush'd woods. 

Then had the hymn of man with angels joined. 

And heaven and earth, in one communion met^ 

Rejoic'd together. O earth ! how sever'd now ! 

Confounded more than chaos, for thou hast light 

The more to show thee thy forlorn estate ; 

Of glory still a glimmering to proclaim 

What once thou wert, and what thou yet hadst been. 

But thou art down !^ and the insane expanse 

Of mortal vision teems with direst show 

Of motley horror. Scorched clouds do sail. 

Bearing their bolts along the waste of heaven 



THB PRELUDB. 7 

Invidious o'er the prospect. Sullenly 

Bordering the grim edge of the viev^ extreme, 

Black towns, and perish'd dominations stand 

All dolourous, the monuments of sin. 

Earthshocks, and fire, and sword, and pale disease, 

Meet in eternal amity before 

The shrine of craving demolition. Man 

Frantic obeys the latent lightning impulse 

With brand, and blade, and power; and his fell path 

Is strown with all the fragments of his wrath ; 

Clubs splinter'd; diadems or new or old; 

Blood-spirtl'd flags unfurling cross or moon; 

And cottages, and kingdoms. — I have sung 

Thy downfall, and would celebrate thy rise, — 

O pity that this world, a noble ruin. 

Well worth recovery, should still abas'd 

In ruin lie, a mutilated thing, 

Its goodliness departed — that fall'n man 

Immortal, though corrupt, should yet remain 

Prone, in the very depths of wretchedness 

Crush'd in the cramping gripe of Superstition, 

Crouching in dust beneath her ponderous march^ 

Darkness her atmosphere, and ignorance 

Her throne. Who aims to shake its solid base 
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, May boast of noble deed: he stands coufest 
The hero of the world, the friend of God. 
Speak not of glory won in fields of blood, 
A thing all vain and fading. Speak no more 
Of fame, that worthless bauble. I have heard 
Enough of conquering pride, of potent arm. 
Of plan deep laid, and intricate manoeuvre; 
Enough of blood-earn'd merit, and applause 
From bra wliug crowds. Ten thousand,thousand tongues 
(I say not how discreet) with one accord 
Proclaim him great who with adventurous mind 
Braves the dread foe, and leads the broad phalanx 
To victory. Thy dreary wastes, O Russia ! 
Strength of the north, declare how vain is fame; 
And how procur'd, such tale as this may tell. 

Moscow in ashes lay. As yet the cloud 
Fuliginous, o'erhung the smouldering walls. 
By day, the sullen flame flashed not upon 
The beauteous steeples, wont to beam with rays 
Of gold all pompously — smirch'd now, and hung^ 
With sooty vestments; Hwas the heavy night 
Alone could show the dismal pageantry 
Of fire and ruin. Towers with their mournfiil head^ 
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Hid in impending dUrkness ; cupolas 

Aspiring to the skies^ and splendid spires 

Numberless^ shooting up their needle points 

Of various height and figure ; palaces, 

The storm-Iash'd pride of architecture, wrapt 

In ever-roaring flame ; pillars sublime, . 

With tops begilt, strove to the very clouds 

To thi-ust their glories — firebrands seem they now 

Huge in the lurid colouring, intent 

To lead the desolation from the earth 

To heaven, and call down vengeful recompense t 

Thy solemn summit, Iwan, rose above 

The phrensied conflagration, shedding far 

The burning lustre of thy poUsh'd dome. 

As moved the dusky volume, when the wind 

Of night blew on the smoke, and drest the scene 

Magnificently wild. O war ! behold 

Thy dreadful issue ; sicken at thef sight. 

And cast thy devilish torch away, for shame I 

The bold intruders, smitten with reverse. 
Drew back, and backward led th' unwilling march. 
The mighty tyrant fallen. Where are thy troops. 
Thou man of sin ? where are thy numerous hosts ? 

c 
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Spread o'er the eternal plains in saddest pliglit, 
Hungry and houseless, pinch'd and miserable. 
The veriest wretches 'neath the sun's cold look-^^ 
Cold, for he warms them not. His feeble blink 
Scarce keeps alive the current of the soul ; 
For now his rays slant o'er the hills are seen, 
Down in tlie golden west he sinks to rest. 
The upward glancing beams for one sad moment 
Illume the nether foliage of yon fir, 
Black in its growth, the veteran of the plain. 
Age after age it spread its frigid arms, 
Scath'd and grotesque. Unnumber'd winters pour'd 
Their chilling blasts on its devoted head. 
Deform'd it fi-owns, it bends with cumbrous snow ; 
Its wide-extended limbs, ice-clad, low hang. 
And the depending icicles, dispos'd 
Like brilliant arras revers'd, point to the earth. 
Or, gaining the hard ground, accumulate 
Pillar on pillar, dropping fanciful. 
Till the cold fabric grows in mimic freaks 
To rude resemblance of the Eastern Banian. 
•The last wan play of sunshine in tBat grot 
Had calmly died away — but not to rest 
Creep the lank troopers to the friendly shed. 
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Famish'd; worn out, they huddle to the fire, 
If that might fire be call'd, which midst the heap 
Of shriveird leaves^ seem'd little else but smoke 
Slow rising from the frost-bespangl'd fuel. 
The meagre men are sunk in soundest sleep; 
No morsel took they ere they laid them down. 
For morsel they had none, no, not one crumb ; 
Nor dead nor living horse was there. Despair 
Reign'd silent, and the soldier felt his doom ; 
He thought of France, of home and vision'd bliss— 
So. thought they 9II — 'twas the last struggling tiling 
That stirred within them, stirring now no more — 
They dream not, wake not, breathe nQt,nor wUI breathe 
Again iu this vain world. The last expression 
On each white visage^ whatever linger'd there, 
Whether of calmest hope, or anxious doubt. 
Or deep-wrought anguish, or the gathering smile 
Of half-forced resignation, or the look 
Inanimate of blank despair, frozen^ 
Departs not thence. The chisel'd group 
Of alabaster, white as Russian snow. 
Displaying various woe, more cold, more still 
Was never. Aught besides of wretchedness 
Checqueriug the icy fields, where death pursued 
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12 THB PRBLUBB. 

With silent step at night the wearied man. 
Whom day and the red battle's ire had spar'd. 
Superfluous were for verse of mine to say. 

Yet 1 may not pass by yon monument 
Besprinkled o'er with hoary frost, standing 
In attitude like marble statue. Bold 
The warrior was, and grey in service too ; 
With muscle strong, and resolute intention, 
Nought feared he ever, till that dreary time 
When the north blast struck the proud boast of France, 
And wither'd her prime sons. Weary he strove 
To brave th' inclement night, and pressing on 
With pike in hand, bursting his dubious way 
'Mid treacherous snows, he gains the desert top 
Of many an hideous rock. With wishful eye 
He looks far forward to the genial south. 
Then plods again with failing step that road 
Unknown, and cheers him with the kindling hope 
Of better times. Onward he wanders still. 
And gains another eminence, the last 
He e'er shall gain. He rests him on his pike; 
He leans his aching head as bent on thought; 
Lost was the mind in sweet reminiscence ; 
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Perhaps he thought of home. — The moon now gleams 
Upon his hehnet, and the feathered wreath 
Waves slowly to the wind — but he moves not ; 
He stands erects with upward pointing spear. 
Sad frozen monument of earthly fame I 

I care not to record with busy pen. 
The pomp, th§ misery of war. I hear 
With chilling pang the martial trumpeting 
High sounding to the ^kies, stirring the soul 
To noble energy and deeds of death. 
The noise of trampling steeds, the clang of swords, 
Sudden the flash of thousand bayonets, 
The stormy rush of legions, and the roar 
Murderous of deep- mouth 'd ordnance, or harsh peals 
From volleying' musquetry; th' eternal rumble 
Of thundering waggons, or of flying tumbril. 
The horrors of retreat, the rallying drum 
The voice of victory, the shriek of death. 
And wild dismay of total rout, appal 
My wounded soul. 

See, yonder in the vale 
The sad remains of the once cheerful village, 
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Which long had stood the glory of those fields* 

A sweeter Spot was never yet beheld, 

From ancient times the quiet resting place 

Of rural swains. They till'd the land around ; 

Heaven blest their labours, and the willing earth 

Brought forth her stores. The golden harvest smiled^ 

As nodding wheat hung its luxuriant head. 

And bearded barley whisper'd to the breeze. 

The cattle graz'd in peace where the slow stream 

Water'd the lowland tracts, and the green hills. 

Resounded soft the i*ustic's mellow lay, 

While browsing sheep with tinkling bell repos'd 

On shady slope. But devastating war 

Passed o'er the land — and ruin, ruthless ruin. 

Followed its awful march. The village now 

Is desolate. The dear domestic cottage 

A heap of smoking ashes. Refuge none 

Can be obtain'd for aged sire and matron. 

Who wander o'er the stones where once they dwelt^ 

And scarce can recognise that precious spot. 

More dear than all the rest, once call'd their own. 

One only daughter sobs to them her tale. 

Disordered — pale. The nodding wheat no more 

Bends its brown ripen'd head. The threshing-floor 
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Resounds no more tbe stroke of thresher's flail ; 
And scarce a wreck is left of wretched roof 
Where bird may perch to pour the wailing song. 

Far other fame be thine, O blest of God, 
And blest of human tongues innumerable. 
Thou mercy-breathing Senator I Thy meed, 
Mo idle blazonry, the calm rich joy 
Inseparable from good, and doing good ; 
Not more the angel's than philanthropist's. 
Thyself on earth an angel — and thy voice. 
Like that once^ heard from heaven, the matin song 
Of cherubs. Loud tbey sang, and sang of mercy, 
Whilst listening shepherds caught th' unearthly sonnd. 
And busy echo from her farthest haunts 
Sent' back that blessed music ; for the rockt^, 
The hills, the forests, and the arched skies 
Proclaim'd in sweet response, ^' Glory to God ; 
Glory to God in th' highest, peace on earth, 
Good will to men." — ^Thy fame, O Wilberforce, 
Needs not the strain of bard, nor bronzed bast. 
Nor tablet's grateful eulogy, nor group 
From sculptor's hand with form benign, erect, 
Soft pity in his eyes, and negroes bent 
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To wash his feet with tears. — It ever lives 
In every virtuous mind — it lives in heaven. 

There is a bondage of the mind. Who bursts 
The adamantine link, and is the arm 
Of God to dash the throne of thraldom down, 
Must be of fine -wrought energy, a spirit 
Of heaven-born ardour, great amidst the wreck 
Of fallen things. In the fair list of heralds 
Not least thy name, O child of misery, 
Nurs'd in the wilderness, and most at home 
While farthest from the walks of social life. 
Deep buried in the solemn gloom of forests 
Where the grim savage roam'd, he lov'd to roam ; 
And where he rested 'neath the barbarous wigwam. 
There rested too the man of God. Said I, 
He was a child of misery? — 'twas wrong, 
I did misname him. Born V inherit pain. 
And malady, and weakness, he must feel. 
And weep, and oft despond — but the great power 
Rose vigorous in advei-sity, and gathered 
In bitterness its noblest food. He smll'd ' 
With seraph calmness through the clouds of grief. 
In sorrow was his joy, in labour rest. 
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In sickness healthy in death he found his life. 
Drear Delaware, and Crossweeksangf, unknown 
To song, threw off their wiidness when he pray'd. 
And gain'd the boon from heaven. The savage smird. 
And wept, and dropp'd his bloody tomahawk, 
While holy Brainerd preacb'd the cross of Christ \ 



THE VISION. 

Cedron ! dark rolling stream ! thou sawest the Lord 

When wrapt in holy thought, he trod thy hanks 

Fill'd with high purposes of love to manj 

For oft* he sought thy solitary vale. 

That vale erst known for mighty deeds^ where low 

Laid in the dust the fierce embattled hosts 

Rested from strife, foilM by thy potent arm, 

Jehosophat, strong in the Lord thy God'. — 

Cedron I thou sawest the Lord, when, still as beams 

That shone upon thy waters from the moon. 

While the rebellious world did rest, he lone 

To Olivet repaired. The blessed light 

Fell on the mount, the dale, and silent wood. 

And mellowed a^ll, or near or far, sweet blent 
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For wearied eye to rest lipoD. O Night, 

The calmest ever known ; with joy serene 

Thou sniil'dst to meet thy Maker in thy shades ; 

And, gladd'ning, all thy silver lamps were hung 

With brighter flame. Sweet sang the solemn spheres 

While Jesus pray'd. O wondrous love ! the Voice . . 

From wrestling soul, all hallow'd and divine, 

In fervent supplication breathing low, 

Or bursting loud in agony, was heard 

Alone ! Arrested nature stirr d not. No ! 

The blasted leaf was silent as it fell. 

Slow stole the rill, nor babbled in its course. 

The forest wav'd not ; Zephyr stopped his breath, 

To hear the sound of prayer, the voice of Christ ! 

Didst thou. Redeemer, on such nights as these 
Employed in such devotion for poor man, 
Who but for thee, and prayers so prevalent. 
As prayers of thine, had been undone for ever — 
Didst thou, while kneeling on the barren soil, 
Or midst the ferny brake, with urgent hands 
Stretch'd heavenwards, turn thy in ward -working soul, 
With high wrought expectation, to the words 
Of ancient prophecy ? The far-spread vale, 
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Mocking dull vision, rob*d in dewy mist, 
Mingling the wide extreme with distant skies. 
Shall ring with loud acclaim ; the Gentile hosts. 
Crowding from lands remote, raise the glad song 
To thee thou wrestling Jesus ; yes, to thee. 
Now kneeling here, shall every knee be bent, 
So speaks the seraph prophet \ Ah ! ihy soul. 
Omniscient as thou art, knows the long past 
To all but God oblivious ; and unclouded 
Futurity no mystery shrouds from thee ! 
Foreknown the world in every passing stage. 
Lost and redeem'd, fallen and rais'd again, 
By siii seduc'd, by saving grace reclaim'd. 

Wouldst thou, O Lord, have borne our mortal grief. 
By day contemu'd wouldst thou have ceaseless toil'd. 
By night incessantly have sigh'd and wept 
Bitterly for man*s woe, who caus'd thy own. 
Had not thy holy name been worth the knowing ? 
Would thy deep pondering mind have pierc'd the veil 
And found repose in things of future ages. 
Certain to thee as present suffering. 
Had not th' eternal Word insured the gift? 
Thou sawest the travail of thy soul, thy soul 
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Was satisfied. Before thy inward vision 

Rose tbe gratul prospect. Nations, kindreds, tongues^ 

Pass'd in review, and tbe fresh picture sinil'd 

As 'twere the pleasing qpiinterfeit of times^ 

And realms, and manners, better than this earth 

E'er boasted. There upnumber*d tribes were seen 

Of ev'iy shade e'er known, from Arctic regions 

To the red belt of torrid climes, reposing 

Without a chain, or tear, or mark of woe 

On the calm visage. Shrill the trumpet blew not. 

Battle and blood unknown ; or if remember'd. 

It bade the hymn of gratitude arise 

To God, that be had changed the savage mind ; 

Twas a sweet brotherhood all o'er the world. 

The earth was fertile, and her increase gave« 

Rivers were in the desert, and the rose 

O'ertopp'd the wilderness in blushing triumph. 

Sweet was the voice o' the turtle in the land. 

Cities arose in all the innocent glow 

Of noble science, governments were blest, 

And kings were fathers. O'er each peaceful realm ' 

Was sway'd the righteous sceptre; o'er each sea, 

Unvex'd with hurricane, the stately ships 

With bosom full pf wind shot to their port 
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This was the vision of futurity, 
O Saviour, tbat wrought gladness iu thy s<Ni], 
While heavy and exceeding sorrowful 
Thou bowedst toward the ground J Thy name, O Lord, 
In all the earth is excellent. Thy name 
Will change a world, and as the picture shone 
In beautiful presentiment, so bright. 
All real, and blei^ed its divine fulfilment. 
Ah ! thou wert confident, thou dying Christ, 
That merit such as thine could ne'er be barren. 
That thy deep waitings claim'd a rich reward, 
That thy blest name should rouse a senseless world 
To shout its glory. Is there a breathing man 
(I siiig for those who bear the Christian name) 
Ununispn'd wi^h Christ ? a bosom dead 
To the great theme that pressed the Lord to death f 
A tongue all mute where its best work were praise ? 
A heart or hand t* oppose what God delights in ? 
O, could my verse record no treachery 
Deep lurking where the fairest promises 
Of love to Christ would lead to fairer hopes ; 
Where the big words (nigh choak'd withsaintish sighs) 
Of pity and b0nevolence slow dropping 
From sugar lips, and guineas slower Mill 
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From the full purse, would lead us to expect 

(Though slow to speak and give) a warmth of prayer 

Apportiou'd to the lack of heartier help 

For w^orthiest object ; or full countenance, 

Cheapest of all, and easily bestow'd 

To aid each generous effort. Yet, I err 

In my. surmisings. He who scarce applauds, 

To whom His hard to back that praise with pelf. 

Hardly will deem it worth the while to pray ; 

Or if he pray for noble cause, and squeeze 

The salt tear from his whimpering eyes, while yet 

He squeezes harder his close bags, I Wjot 

He might as well pray not at all. O, shame ! 

I leave you, pious men of hollow name ! 

Doubtless ye iiave your arguments ; too hard. 

Too heavy for. the charm of poesy ! 

But there are other men of manlier make, 
Pretending not to much as ye pretend : 
Arch in the pride of self-complacency. 
Of honest speech, and hearty opposition ; 
Yet would not for a world depart from faith 
So holy, so divine, as ours must be. They wince 
If thought to savour of the infidel, 
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And swallow choler at the base suspicion. 

Alas ! who loosely cleaves^ will soon depart. 

Who holds in theory alone, is still 

A shamefaced infidel^he has not faith. 

Loosely to hold is coldly to reject. 

Nor can he mourn at loss so trivial ; 

If 'tis not worth the propagpating, sure 

'Twere worthless to possess. So thought not He 

Who died in earnest, howe'er men may trifle ; 

And died, that distant nations too might live. 

A nobler clan there is, all stout and strong, 
equipped for war and fame. No coyii^h fear 
£'er sicken'd in their hearts, no squeamish blood 
£'er mantled o'er their cheeks. Right manfully 
They prance in worthy cause to warrior's glory. 
And bustle valiantly to put the light out, 
That light which guides the Hindoo safe to heaven ; 
In lieu thereof with grave sagacity 
Trump they the fame of eastern glare^ and high 
Exalt the raree show, with tinsel trapping?;, 
Whose dizening fooleries have overwhelmed 
Their own great minds. Now blest philanthropy . 
Dictates that they should spread abroad such light. 
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And mainly strive, and bravely fight for gods 

So wise to counsel, and so strong to save. 

Enlighten'd band ! I doubt if ye can bear 

My warning song. Ye may atleet disdain 

And solemn wisdom while ye ponder o'er 

Such simple lines, but not ungaU'd^ O ;nen 

Of sturdy growth ! The Muse has better hope 

That she may whisper to the feeling heart, 

A tale, and perad venture may prevail 

When she would sing a proof that ye are wrong; 

That ye do fight in vain ; that the dark race, 

Brothers tho' heathen, need that gospel light 

Which ye would prudently withhold. My lay 

Sets forth their monstrous practice, the result 

Of morals ye so strongly recommend j 

Tlieir faith preposterous ; and their final prospects. 



NIGHT. 

I DRAW the curtain up. 'Tis night, black night f 
O let a light preluding stroke or two 
Employ my timorous hand ere the dark theme 
Tempt bolder energy ! How calm and quiet t 
Save (as the poets say) where the dull drum 
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Reminds me as I stroll of revelry, 

AnJ orgies^ and idolaters devout 

In wickedness ; save where in neighbouring poob 

Unnumber'd voices rise from clamorous frogs 

Of unclean brood. The gravest croak, the chirp 

Of exquisite key, and mellow tenor moau 

Complain of droughty times, and need of rain. 

Oft may you hear them, as if strong debate 

Sole reign'd amidst the solemn convocation. 

Urging each modish tone of eloquence 

Sweetly persuasive, humorously profound ; 

While the blithe insects trim their twinkling flames. 

Swift darting through the overhanging shrubs. 

Or speary sedge, to light the quaint orators. 

The burly beetle tooy with curious head, 

Arm'd like the fierce rhinoceros, or tnm'd 

Like ample shovel meet for labour bard, 

Forth blindly blunders to hb various toil. 

And merrily sings, and touches here and there 

As hunger, or as inclination moves ; 

For beetles are industrious, and at night 

Roam far and wide to pick the clay refin'd 

All in the dark, and loaded, hasten home. 

Soon the mud structure for the young is rear'd ; 
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Or, if on wandering bent^iid nice research 
Inquisitive, the sooty rambler hums, 
Perhaps he eyes the glimmer of the lamp 
Pale burning in the hall of stately mansion. 
Brilliant to biro, and buzzing round the walls 
Sonorous chants his own deep requiem. 
Blinded by glare too strong he headlong falls. 
And soon irapal'd bedecks the cabinet 
Of entomologist. 

w 

Hush'd on the shore, 
The lazy wave now slumbers. .Not one rippie 
Tinkles upon the charnel bank. There lies 
The batter'd skull, and there the broken bone. 
Anon, the wild shriek of some beast is beard 
Dismal ; he glides, he starts, as blows the wind. 
He sniffs with outstretched snout the putrid breeze. 
His prey is on the waters — \\s a corpse ! 
The tide retiring, leaves its loathsome load. 
Queasy and bloat. The pestilential mass 
Now scarce appears of human form, so lost 
Is every feature, mangled every limb. 
Lean, the marauder tears the yielding flesh. 
Belching in blood the gurgling half-choaked growl, 
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As he intemperate glats the sodden he&p.-— 
When lagging night-winds wake, and in light mood 
Loiter upon the river, or with rush , 
Abruptly rustle midst the lofty leaves 
Of towering coooa*nut and -bette-tree. 
Faded and scorch'd heneath a burning sun ; 
Then stiff bamboos, that ne'er had mov'd a twig 
For many a sultry day,^ awkwardly bend 
In glad obeisance to the welcome stranger. 
Another sudden gust pursues its course. 
An eddying whirl, sweeping across the fields 
Absorbing dust and leaves in idle sport; 
A column now, and now dispers'd in air. 
The poor, who dwell in cottages of mud. 
Cower closer down, and o'er their slender limbs 
Prone on the ground, again replace their linen 
Disturb'd by blasts obtrusive ; for their shed. 
Pervious to wind and rain, but barely hides 
The wearied man, who, waking, thinks he hears 
The well-known presage of the coming storm. 
While in an ample shower from sheltering trees 
The large brown leaf, and bark from riven boughs 
Brush o'er his thatch. He rises, looks abroad. 
Thinks of his yellow rice fields, smiles and hopes, 

B 2 
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Then turoing shuts his miserable door. 
But, though his fields are yellow, and bis hopes 
Are high that cloqds will gather, and pour dowu 
A welcome freshness ; he has smilM in vain. 
For the bland play o' the fitful gale bath ceas'd ; 
'Tis still again, and rain is distant yet. 

The humble rustics now forget their coils. 
Sleep seals the weary eye. They calmly rest, 
StretchM on their mother earth enwrapt in cloth. 
Or laid upborne on bed quadrangular 
From agueish damp secure. The studded skies 
A solemn canopy, preferred by them. 
Their own frail huts deserted. O, sleep on 
Ye ignorant ! happier knowing not the works 
Of darkness perp'etrated while ye sleep. 
Happier far are ye of abject race 
Than they who rise at night, a bloody crowd 
Asham'd of light. — The priests are at their work, 
A sleek and well-fed crew. Their slippery tongues 
Slim'd o'er with foul deceit ; their hearts are bound 
In iron, and their hands are staiu'd with blood. 
Down in the secret darkness do they sit 
Communing with base spirits, muttering spell 
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And holy word with deep hypocrisy, 

Busily poring o'er the altar flame 

Midst the drear apparatus. . Uncouth gods 

Of gold and silver, straddle, stand, or sit, 

Demurely stupid, dexterously dull. 

In ugly posture placed by Brahmun art ; 

Where mystic poti> and pans, and grass, and grease. 

And flesh of animals, oblations meet^ 

Are huddled round the fire. — But wherefore thus 

Do the bronz'd priests prepai'e for arduous task ? 

There is a youth amongst them, a mere boy. 

Fresh and ingenuous, with the plush of manhood 

Scarce grown upon his chin. O, he must die ! 

For him the altar smokes in awful prelude 

To his untimely de^th. The gods malign 

Must be appeas'd with human blood, so say 

The godlike shasters ; and the black ^' Amen" 

Is utter'd by the priestly brood, benign 

In their morality, so full of love 

To gods and men. O, venerable virtue I 

It shines upon each copper visage, fir'd 

With holy expectation. O, what smiles 

Of sweet' devotion dwell upon their features 

When at their toil. Full glad to be employed 
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Id such blest work they ply their ardent souls, 

One eye to heaven uplifted, while askance 

The other leers upon the goodly cheer. 

And sacred gains of ceremonious job. 

Once the fierce flames, mounting in holy flashes 

From th' altar, burnt with pungent agony 

The quivering life-warm limbs of victim slain, 

And quarter'd with such nimble butchery. 

That the yet living fragments start and writhe 

In the consuming element. Not so 

Died the pale boy this Wght, for he was led 

Through the dark village to the place of death. 

Where oft had died before him other boys. 

Steady, inflexible, the Brahrauns walk 

Behind, before, on either side, and calm 

Chatter, and smoke, and smile. Some there are lean 

And wrinkled, and betray that they are old ; 

With peevish self-conceit they boast of skill 

In learned books and righteous acts, and sputter 

With toothless rage in pious controversy. 

Others of broad and brawny limb, and step 

Proud and majestic, toss the graceful poita ; 

And, unconcern'd in matters of dispute. 

Swagger with bloated face, and ogling eyes. 
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Aud muslin girded loins, and slip^shod iieeU 

Triumphant. Younger ones are there, who pert 

And slim, march in th' infernal throng. No heart 

In their brass bosoms throbs with shame, or fear, 

Or pity. Never do they inwardly 

Relent, or with reluctance plunge a soul 

Into eternity. — ^They have arriv'd! 

Eager they come ! they urge the trembling youth ! 

Poor fellow I how be falters, with cold sweat 

Bathing his forehead, and with speechless tongue. 

And chattering teeth. Of curious arch and turret 

There stands the temple with its grinning queen 

Kalee, of hellish darkness born, obscene. 

There bends the neck of the poor quaking lad, 

A human sacrifice. The hatchet falls ! 

That crash alone is heard — the guggling blood 

Is on the ground — the priests have done their work. 

And coldly walk away ; they find their home. 

Nor feel one sting of guilt. 

Blear moon ! throw off 
Thy clouds ! I hail thy rising, broad and pale, 
From thy dark resting couch ! lift up in haste 
Thy light oblique, o*er the waste jungles. o*er 
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You proud palm trees t oh, look, if thou canst look^ 
Nor wanlier change, look from thy calm blue sphere 
On the deed done in thy delayiyog absence ! 
Reveal with thy fair beams the foulest scene 
Thou e\^r didst shine upon. The lifeless trunk 
Grovels hard by the temple ; hated dome ! 
The lodge of lust and murder. Flowers and fruits; 
Abominable drinks, and ornaments 
Lie strewn before the idol. Dolorous, 
There lies the head, stiff in its bwu red streams ; 
And on the head dull burns a smoky lamp 
Flickering upon the unconscious image, there 
Staring perpetually from her deep niche. 
The shuddering villager at morning break. 
Eyeing the horrid queen, one moment stops. 
With hand on forehead bows, then hastens on^. 



Adieu, O foulest female ! other toils 
Before me lie, and sundry articles 
Of high request in other land than heathen. 
Must live in my quaint numbers. 



JAOANNATHA, 

GasAT Jagannath', square-headed deity. 

Lord of the world ! I siog thy comely form. 

In verse august I yield a tribute due 

To God so worthy. Where thy temple rears 

Its hallo w'd brickwork, sitting in thy nook, 

Coop'd up obscure in venerable shade, 

Thee once I saw, thy kindred at thy side. 

Imbedded Hwixt thy shoulders, lo! thy noddle 

Securely sits. No intervening neck 

Divides the union sweet of head and body ; 

So dwell together, kneaded gracefully. 

Thy ample chest and portly paunch, forsooth 

A neighbourly conjunction, vast and round. 

Commodious the interior, as beseems 

The place where lie interred th' immortal bones 

Of Krishna. Sacred relicks ! urn'd and kept 

From mortal view ; for he inquisitive 

> 
Who squints upon them, dies for act so rash. 

Matchless divinity ! the plebeian 

Bows to the dust, and trembles at thy stare 

Portentous, for thy terror-striking eyes. 
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Stretch'd round and wide, look every way at orice ; 

Or here or there^ thou seest the timid sinner^ 

Whereat he wonders. Of thytorigin 

It suits not poesy to tell, nor why 

Thou hast no limbs, O powerful Jagannath' ! 

The simple bard knows better ilian to scoff 

Sarcastic like an infidel. Think not 

Me capable of waggish word, or chant 

Irreverential of thy pilfering freaks. 

And after punishment with loss of arms ; 

'Tis idle scandal I 'Twere no fault of thine 

If the dull statuary of heaven ne'er thought 

Of legs and arms when first he modell'd thee ; 

Or if he thought, yet left thee as thou art, 

A mutilated thing. Let no vain mind 

Rail at divine infirmities, nor strive 

To measure aught of heaven by things on earth. 

To need such dangling down auxiliaries 

Is proof direct of our own mortal weakness; 

He who can do without them must be great * I 

Distant at sea the weary raailner 
Beholds with joy the dim seen temple rise, 
A well-known mark. He steers his course afresh ; 
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The sails are all expanded, white and full. 

The burdened ship moves stately to her port 

By thee directed, Jagandath. Not so 

Thy myriad worn out pilgrims, moving slow. 

Hail thy cloud-cover'd crest, signal to them 

Of death. Tis true, they fondly hope, when first 

Their straining eyes descry the edifice 

Far in the faint horizon proudly lift 

Its tapering apex to the heavens, that bourn 

Where all would hope to rest; they smile, and gird 

Anew their loins, and walk with firmer pace, 

Beguird at sight so holy. Wrptched men I 

Why have ye left your homes ? Ye ne*er shall see 

Again the shed that gave you birth ; your wivea 

That cheer d your youth, that sedulously cuird 

Tiie various root nutritive, and the fruit 

Of wholesome Savour, mingling to your taste 

The culinary store ; your babes in vain 

Call on your names, and chide your long delays » 

The vulture with raw neck and fulsome croak 

Claps her smear'd wing ; she smells as soaring higb 

The riotous feast, and hastens to the spoil. 

The old man,^faint, just turns aside to rest^ 

v2 
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Bethinking he will rise again refresh'd ;— 
He rises not. Nature can bear no more, 
Exhausted. Ere. the setting sun, bis bones 
Are lefti to whiten where the pilgrim died. 
Crowds press still onward, heedless of the plaints ' 
From the wayside. No pity from his fellow 
(Who soon will drop and groan as he now groans) 
The dying man receives. Forsaken quite 
He gasping lies, far from the holy stream. 
Oh ! hadst thou been at home, what pious care 
Would then have sooth'd thy sorrows. Sick and pale 
Thou wouldst have lain on Ganga's brink ® ; happy 
In fast approaching death, to have beheld 
Her waters calmly gliding, with faint hope 
And wilder'd expectation as she moves 
In silence to the sea, so to have slid 
Safe to eternity and blissful heaven. 
Thy friends (thou call'st them so) assiduous 
Had then thy last sad moments kindly hasten'd. 
Plastering the sovereign clay o'er thy dim sight, 
And fondly teasing thee to death. Thou then 
Hadst caird on heedless Rama, till thy tongue 
No more had struggled with its load of mud. 
Or strangling leaves of Toolsee (sacred plant !) 
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Thy throat revolting, and tby limbs convuls'd. 
Thrice blessed then, the Bramhun nobly feed, 
A passport granted o'er the Hindoo Styx ^, 
Whose boiling waters else had scalded thee, 
And sent thee back to roam the barren strand 
'Twix't this world and the next. But now thou diest 
As soon will die the unclean beast of prey 
Crouching impatient near thee. Without rite. 
Or incantation, or funereal pile, 
Thy dust will lie with his who drinks thy blood 
Now rushing on thee ! 

Stretching to the sea, 
Whose green waves ever restless lash the shore. 
And breaking into tear-drop particles 
Weep o'er the s^atter'd wreck of human things ; 
The beach, a wide extended cemetry. 
Bares to the sun its treasures *. Billows roll 
Promiscuously o'er limbs, and curious shells 
Convolved with pearly rays, and fucus bnown, 
And weed articulate. Ignoble skulls 
Of goodly conformation, where once dwelt 
The awful apparatus of great thought, 
The wild work of imagination, strong 
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Presentiments, vain wishes, and the dream 
Of chequer d import, wallow in the flood, 
Emboss'd with crowding barnacles ; these rest 
Where nabob brains repos'd not half so sweet. 
How murmurs the white surf, a swelling^death-hymn 
Perpetual, o'er the remnants of poor man 
Cast out, unburnt, unburied. Gorging crows, 
Perch'd on the carrion, wearied of the feast, 
Sheath their black heads and clotted beaks beneath 
Their downy wings, and calmly slumber there. 
The squab-dog too, embathes his matted hide. 
And freakish lays aside his grisly leer ; 
Contented for awhile, he sports in spray. 
Rolls in the glistening sand, and sleeps till when 
The well-known scream calls to the vile repast. 



See, yonder female, fair 
And young as yet, with children twain beside, 
Untimely hastening from this evil world ! 
She might have liv^d, and cherished those dear babes. 
And taught their hands in various industry ; 
But superstition drew her far from home 
To bow before a god that helps her not 
In her distress. Vain is the dying wail. 
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She calls upon thy name, O Jagannath'! 

With long, long re[)etition, but unheard. 

Her lips with shivering fever dried, her teeth 

For ever lock'd. She looks as she would sfieak 
To those dear parts of her owu flesh and blood ; 
But oh ! she cannot, for the agony 
Of death is on her ; that cold stroke which chills 
The last faint kindlings of conflicting thoughts. 
Stirring in glimpses o'er the mind — they fade^ 
And perish with the power to act ; that stroke 
Which falls upon the frame, and nails the tongue 
In silence to the dried up roof; while yet 
The spirit has not flown, but prostrate lies 
Slumbering in darkness Veath the crush of pain 
Aud pang of dissolution. — ^The time is come — 
The crisis pass'd — no gleam of thought remains. 
No consciousness of misery i the power 
To suffer, feel, or think, hath gone away 
From that which liv'd but yesterday to bless 
Her crying babes, and bore the name of mother ; 
Mother on earth no more ! Her eyes still look 
As though she saw her children; but her soul 
Is fled. It pass'd away in silence, loth 
To trouble with one throe th' exhausted frame. 
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O innocetit prattlers! ye have lost your all, 

Now that your mother wakes no more. Friendless 

Ye both may roam at large the barren earth. 

And as ye can, subsist. Speechless awhile 

They sit, as if in anxious hope they thought 

She still would wake, and smile, and lead them forth 

From place so dreary; for the vultures here 

Expectant stretch'd the neck^ with cruel gaze 

Waiting t' assail the prey. 



if 



O, sweet Gopaul !" 
Shuddering, exclaim'd the little one, *^ I fear 
My mother will not wake. I held this hand. 
Hoping that, when I kiss'd it, she would wake ; 
But now 'tis cold, and see her eyes grow dim. 
But are not clos'd :" then as she spake, her heart 
Grew big with bursting sorrow. Gopaul said, 
" Sweet sister, I had thought that this was death, 
It came so gently, so that when I turned 
To drive the yelling dog, she ceas'd to breathe. 
I fear'd to tell thee when I look'd again, 
And saw that she was gone." " Where gone?'*saidtheQ 
The little child. " Is she not here, I pray, 
But very cold ? Sweet mother, rise ! O come ! 
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Anunda cries for thee !" Said Gopaul then, 

'' Ah ! she is dead ! her soul is gone awajr 

To some far better place, I hope, than this." 

They then hung on each other's neck, and wept; 

So sitting down beside the corpse to watch 

The form so dear to them now stiff in death. 

They spake not to each other, for their woe 

Was great.-r-At length the elder one arose. 

" Anunda," said he, " I will beg for thee ; 

Nay, do not cry, the pilgrim will be kind. 

And spare the scanty rice. — Come, let us now 

Do whdt we may to hide these poor remains." 

Then toil'd they all that day. They hove along 

Bleached broken bones, and looking once. for all 

Upon their mother's cheeks, they sobb'd aloud, 

« 
And rais'd the pile. Then hand in hand they went. 

Mingling amidst the crowd, and thus they sang : — 

Where the unnamber'd dead^ in ruin lying. 
White on the thundering beach, all wan and breathless, 
Neath yonder bones, by these weak hands collected. 
There lies oUr mother ! 

Pilgrim, pity us ! 

No home have we save where her head is resting *• 
The nigbt is come, the skies are dark and windy, 

G 
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Or perpendicular, rising in the fields 

Of comic fancy to the very zenith ; 

Anon, to the deep nadir of strange thoughts, 

Warp'd and deform'd, plunge drearily. My theme, 

(Great and inspiring, worthy of such lay,) 

The grand advent of Ganga ; she descends 

(O heavenly maid !) a solemn cataract. 

Tremendous roaring o'er the cloudy crags 

Of Paradise, whi(e foaming to the vrorld ! — 



Great Sagara of pious fame, renown'd 
In earth and heaven, resolv'd on greater deeds. 
Nought would he lack of holiness prescrib'd. 
The sacred Ashwa-medh* his fervent mind 
Aspir'd to offer ; noblest sacrifice ! 
The day is come. Old Himavat is crown'd 
With reverent multitudes. The lofty mount 
Is throng'd, the various incantation -said. 
The loud roar bursts, a myriad ensign^ wave. 
Shouts rise, drums beat, and echo with wide throat 
Reverberates the turbulence, for now 
The time is full, the victim is at hand. 
Lo ! the white horse, in noble majesty. 
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Tossing with high disdain his silvery locks 

Stands proudly pawing. O'er unnumber'd heads 

He lifts his haughty neck^ and calmly eyes 

The ceremonious preparation. Grand 

He rears aloft, and proudly curvetting, 

Forth to the death-pile moves his vigorous form, 

Midst the wild tumult of applauding crowds. 

Hark ! hark ! the ominous sound of coming change 
Palls the whole multitude. The meteor-sigus 
Of high portent, hang in unusual skies ! 
Mute is the rapturous sacrificial song. 
Why, suddenly, are countless tongues so still ? 
The roar, the mad noise, sinks to deadly silence, 
O wherefore ? Unpropitious gods have frown'd, 
Lest merit of such holy sacrifice 
Might rival their best deeds. The dragon comes 
A god in hydra shape. Malignant heads 
A thousand wav'd in ireful glances. Combs 
Erect of crimson dye, blushing with vex'd 
Resentment, rose in m'arshall'd lines, besprent 
With all the sunbeam play of burnish'd metals. 
Stern gazing hosts of fascinating eyes. 
Of trembling radiance or steady flame. 
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Like torch, or dog-star shedding bloody rays, 

Lit up their angry tokens of strange battle, 

Potent with frown or blink to fix the foe 

In dumb discomfiture. O, life and death, 

Horror and blessing, beauty and ugliness. 

Did beam with mystic charms from the sheen balls 

Rang'd balefiiUy. The wonderful embossment, 

Embu d with changeable light and influence^ 

Glar'd forth destruction. Maw and grisly toothy 

And burning tongue, and fell corroding barb, 

Prepare for fearful onset. Such the snake 

Envious ; the sacred horse his noble prey. 

Nor could th' indignant charioteer repel 

Immortal ire. Oh, warlike Ungshuman ! 

Thy might prevail'd not in such conflicting. 

But bow'd to strength unearthly, and resignM 

The destin'd victim. Yet thy valiance 

Wrathfully struggled ere the prize was gain'd. 

How foamM the generous beast in futile war! 

Th' enormous folds entwine his graceful limbs, 

Binding his flanks convulsive. Anger here 

Were wasted energy, and strife were vain. 

Rampant, he blows his sufibcated breath 

From quivering nostrils 'gainst the clouds. The flame 
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That once beam'd (torn his fuU-orb'd eyes, now burns 
In mouldering dimness ; for the dragon-roar 
Proclaims him vanquish'd, and the monster god 
Descends with holy spoil to Patala. 



The horse, 
The sacrificial horse is stolen I My song 
Records the insult, and its vain revenge. 
Raging unquenchably, at thy command 
Thy sons, full sixty thousand, Sagara ; 
Thy sons, adventurous wights, right through the earth 
Now dig their pervious way, O, darkling rout ! 
Midst adamantine rocks, where million veins 
Shoot through the ponderous globe divaricate, 
And precious ore in million arteries gleams, 
Pregnate with dazzling gold, or lurking wide 
In argent streams, or curious ramified 
In copper labyrinths, like bronzed foliage 
Far sprouting. Down they travel, where embowell'd 
The heterogeneous masses fret and fhme, 
And heave in mineral wrath, to burst at last 
In bold ignition, flashing through each pore 
Tormenting to the eiirth ) fiiidst secret Spleiidcfur 
Deep treasured in the central cabinet 
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Of Natiire, where she hoards her jewelrj' ; 

Yea, where she doth concrete her specimens 

Of choicest cube, and ruby tinctur'd prism 

'Mured in her laboratory. Mortals 

Such sight beheld not, till these dexterous sons 

Had scrap'd themselves down to the vast museum. 

Nor did their eyes pay homage as they pass'd, 

Intent on other work. But the red torches 

Held high in cavern'd darkness, as their course 

The multitude pursued, glanc'd suddenly 

At intervals upon some beauteous gems 

Spangling with rainbow glance of transient lights 

Now fresh in fullest glare, now hardly seen 

Scarce starting from their opaque beds. There shone. 

Pure as the day, the regal diamond. 

Like fairest stars prick'd in the robe of night 

Constellate chrystals pour'd their twinkling rays. 

And hyacinth, and chrysolite, and garnet, / 

Mingled their shades of glory, wan or deep. 

Airy or solemn, or from deepest hue 

To light ethereal. There dim cat's-eyes blear'd 

In sombre majesty, and emeralds. 

Lovely as the best tints of ocean tears ; 

And beryls of grand aspect, caught the light 
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The first tiiit e'er diBeover'd their abode ; 
Nor tarried long, but left them casketted 
In their origiolil womb of darkness, for 
The sons of Sagara'have downwards wrought 
To Patala f 



What aii'd them thus to pierce 
Their headlong road to nether worlds ? > They sought 
Thee, Vishnu ; (be it sung or said with awe,) 
Thyself the culprit, for the theft was thine. 
In hydra gui$e thou wrongedst the pious king, 
So deem'd, O Sagara, thy erring children^ 
They come ! they claim the neighing booty. Harsh 
Scowling, the doughty sons inveterate 
Tore from their everlasting roots huge trees. 
And wrench'd the mountains from their resting (riaces. 
High brandishing, with impious rage, their load 
To overwhelm great Vishnu ; but his nostrils 
Snorted their violent destruction. Lo ! 
Their puny arms are wither'd in the act 
Of blasphemous revenge. His scorching breath 
Dried up their mighty sinews, and the gasp 
Of agonizing imprecation dies 
In the parch'd throat, and blistering pustules rise. 



a 
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Thick crowding on the skin ;. they hiss^ they burst. 

Till the last particle of latent moisture 

Hath found its liberty. O woeful sight ! 

The multitude, all prone in scattered ruin, 

Limb stretch'd o'er limb, lock'd in each other's grasp. 

Whether from brotherly love embracing thus, 

Skin sear'd to skin, and breast to kindred breast 

Inseparably uniting, is unknown ; 

Or whether dying madness had enrag'd 

One 'gainst the other, in unconscious throes. 

Smiting with elench*d fist distractedly. 

Fire- blench'd there lie warp'd skulls and splinter'd teeth 

Reft of the lips that hid their ghastly grin ; 

There ribs reveal'd, their covering shrivell'd up, 

And twirl'd to nothing, for that windy fire 

Burnt not like earthly fires. No visible flame 

Curled, o'er the silent throng, as black they grew. 

Black, charr'd, in all th' empassion'd attitudes 

Of poignant death ! As erewhile I have seen 

When in my childhood, lost in some lone place. 

Far from the dying din of towns, the riven 

Trunks and decrepid arms, and ragged knowls. 

Or crazy roots despising their own beds 

Upstarting hito air, moss- muffled limbs. 
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Crooked and gouty, or of meagre make, 
Withered aod deathlike. I did eye the scene 
Somewhat dismayed, and my silent heart 
Forbare ta beat when J first caught the view 
Of goblin aspect till I knew 'twas false; 
Then stood I firmly, and with boyish courage, 
And vagrant mind, look'd on the dim illusion. 
That silvery piercing light which you have seen. 
The last transparent vestige of the day, 
Down in the utter west, then strongly gleam'd 
Behind the forest picture, and enlarg'd 
Each conjur d apparition. Solemn fear 
1 loved, and nurs'd that thrilling apprehension 
Stirr'd on the soul when numerous strokes of nature 
Meet strangely with the sudden influence 
Of blest enchantment. Then I was alive 
To all the operations wrought on minds 
Yet infantile; and felt the magic force 
Of sweet simplicity, and beauteous forms, 
And nice adjustment of the woods and glens 
With best apportion^ light and hue. Wildly 
I hail'd th' absorbing grandeur of the eve,. 
And stroird to see her twilight wilderness 
In solitary gladness ; till oppre&s'd 

H 2 
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With weariness, I sought my distant home. — 
But I return^ and eod my tragic tale. 

* 

Lilce blasted forests stood the daring men 
Coal-scorcb'd, an army motionless, yet dread 
And fearful, wearing the dark semblance 
Of power, and wrath, and war. 



The charioteery 
Their pious son, takes up the mournful cause, 
Exploring the dark road, nor fears the realms 
Of Patala. Uiigshuman seeks his fathers ! 
Hark ! for the last wail moans upon the wind ! 
Heard in the nether world sad obsequies. 
O ! 'tis the filial lamentation, 

The chanting voice of Ungshuman ! 

" Fathers I prone grov'ling in discomfiture, 
Ungshuman rolls his eyes o'er your dark ruin. 
Pale, at such spectacle dismaying. 

He rues your frightful overthrow. 

" Ye lights vain shooting through the sullen welkin. 
Quench, quench your lurid brightness, faint revealing 
To me the multitude in ashes. 

4 

Illume no more the blackened dead ! 
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^^ Let darkness hang her black habiliments 
In monumental honour o'er the wreck 
Of Ungsbuman's departed fathers. 

While thus I pour abiusive tears V 

He said, — a voice was heard, " This dust shall rise, 
Stmll rise again, wash'd in pare Ganga's streams. 
The goddess from on high descending 

By power of thine, O Ungshuman !" 



^' Blest promise of a resurrection day I 
Prophetic consolation !" so spake he. 
He who had mournM the sons of Sagara, 
His fathers. " O, ye venerable forms ! 
Held in ignoble durance — noble still 
In that ye died, as I perceive ye died, 
Liike warrioi*s great in unsuccessful warfare ; 
For now the vengeful menace, the bold aim, 
The mind to dare, the vigour to achieve, 
I trace amidst this heap. This huddled dust, 
These fragments of o'erthrown humanity, 
Declare that ye were warriors formidable. 
Worthy in death, worthy to rise again ; 
And ye shall rise if there be power on earth 
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To cope with gods ia heaven, and to prevail." 
Then to the light of earth he burst his way 
Through the blind rdad. 

But not to Uugshuman 
Remained the mighty deed to raise the spirits 
From those black ashes, reassuming life 
Mounting innumerable to blessedness ; 
Nor to his son Dwileepa bold, belonged 
The power that doth prevail with things in heaven. 
Or merit, claiming thy descending streams 
O Ganga, headlong rushing from the heights 
Of glory, to the dark sepuUural plains 
In Patala. Thou born of Dwileepa, 
Sage Bhaga-ratha, potent in thy works 
Of supernumerary piety. 
Art destin'd to the grand achievement. 
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Forth 
From royal greatness^ and the high parade 
Of courtly domes, and courtier pageantry, 
He went. The forest, was his dwelling-place. 
In solitude immurM, shut from the world. 
Its dreamy changes, its unfaithful joys, 
Its cares, its hopes ; he sought in discipline. 
Hard bodily discipline, to propitiate 
Great Bramha. Secret, where thy lofty head 
Gokarna, crown'd with everlasting woods, 
Rear'd up its blue magnificence Co heaven. 
He lived a thousand years, and agonie^s. 
Harshly severe, inflicted on himself. 
There sound of human, voice was never heard. 
But other sounds wrought up dread harmony ; 
The noise of nature in her solemn mirth. 
Her music breathes from the brown-crested palms. 
Like veteran battalions shaking high 
Their aged honours to the brushing wind. 
It murmurs from the sonorous beetle's wing. 
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It plays upon the ear like clarion 

Of distant war^ and martial voice faint beard 

From countless living things. It babbles sweet 

From the deep stream-wash'd windings of the rock. 

It comes with all the heart-inspiring joy 

Of soft vicissitude from choristers 

Full throated, warbling in their vast orchestra. 

O, dulcet carelessness ! 'tis nature's song, 

Therefore 'tis grand. But the religious sage 

Austere, felt not the universal charm 

Abstract from all but pain in piety. 

From morn till eve, from eve till morn, his soul 

Pursued the sacred rigour. Mortified, 

His wasting iSesh obey'd th* imperious mind. 

Meagre and motionless, with hands uplift 

In supplicating posture, and dim orbs 

Turn'd towards the burning sun, he calmly stood 

Days, months, and years, and slow-pac'd centurie^^ 

In monumental apathy. No rest 

At night refresh'd his stiffened limbs, environed 

With never-dying dres. Prowling abroad, 

Hungry, the beasts of wrathful eye looked on 

With stifled growl^ nor dared attack such prey. 
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The change of ages saw no change in him, 
Inflexible. He sought no' mitigation 
Of pain in holiest act. Bent to the point. 
His soul swerv'd not from misery prescribed. 
Thou saw'st, O Bramba, (couldst thou otherwise 
Than see such rivalship of holiness ?) 
Thou saw'st the grey ascetic, nor disdaln'dst 
T' approve the sanctity, and grant the boon. 
Now shall ye rise, O sons of Sagara, 
For Ganga shall descend. Pore are her streams. 
Pure as the blessed life ye shall inherit !«-« 

Hast thou not seen in times of generous youth. 
When the warm soul lov^d such transporting views 
Of nature in her loveliest, grandest dress. 
Some picture, painted on the evening sky. 
Serene as the calm light of infant dreams ? 
Thou hast, and gazed upon it till the tear. 
Unconscious starting, waked thee from thy trance. 
O, I remember through the length of years 
Such dear delights'; and while I muse, I see 
Again the long lost imagery, burst 
Distinctly from aniidst the endless forms 
Depicted on the memory. I've watch'd, 
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When the departed, sun leaves nought behind 

Save his expiring blush, the dubious light 

Long struggle with encountering darkness, high 

The curious vapours lodge of varying shape 

In the vast silent arch, and not a breath 

Of wayward air disturbs the cloudy fabric. 

Then the fond eye of fancy fix'd, intense, 

Descries a new creation, wild and bright. 

Stretched on the rosy heavens. The shadowy spire 

There upward points to higher firmaments; 

The fiery turrets rise in battle pomp ; 

And castles bold and large, or dwindled low 

Till lost in distant horizon, rise far 

Like tapestry of heaven ; unnumber d sights 

Imaginative gleam, and drown the soul 

In the soft stillness of fictitious vision 

While the dim day recedes. Now fearful minds 

Forebode strange war, and expectation stands 

Breathless and tip-toe, gazing on the scene 

Passing above. There mailed heroes move, 

And slide away in misty nothingness. 

There armies rise, and rushing multitudes 

Are seen awhile, then silent disappear. 
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So geem'd the skies^ yet not so lovely thooe 
Though radiant roore^ when Ganga fell from heaven ; 
For gods came down to marvel at such sbow^ 
And with them all their grandeur. Elephants, 
Clad in caparison of richest gold, 
Stalk'd monstrous through th' ethereal plains, and alt 
The equipage of wondering deities ; 
Chariots, and horsemen, trod on silver clouds, 
And countless flaming cars rolfd rapidly ; 
Their drivers rob'd in spangle J investments. 
As if Orion and the Pleiades 
Had lent their jewels to bedeck the gods 
On such august occasion. Thick and deep 
They crowd, and upward lift their anxious eyes 
To those blest realms where everlasting crags 
And precipices rise interminable. 
Down, thundering down, the holy prodigy 
O'erleaping heavenly barriers, pours her floods, 
A cataract madly roaring, foaming, swoln 
With all the turbulent burden of vast oceans. 
Then all that lives in waters headlong nish'd. 
lieviathan plung'd his unwieldy course 
Swift as the downward lightning, and with streak 
Liong stretch'd behind him, such as oft is seen 

i2 
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By mariners, when the bloat animals 
Cut their bright way amidst the storms of night. 
The graceful dolphin swum of changeable hue, 
But day shone not upon his glossy fins 
To bring his golden beauties forth ; for high 
The column'd mists, and clouds of beauteous fowli?. 
Tower d and obscur'd the sun. Unspeakable 
Glory and grandeur mingled in confusion ; 
For marvellous sounds of rushing elements, 
The torrent's voice, the roar magnificent 
Of crazy billows, windy gusts, and surges 
Foaming in wrathful wreaths, did howl and sing 
. The triumph of that day; and lambent fires 
Deep playiug in the seagreen depths, illum'd 
The dwellers in dark floods of finny race 
And shining vest, light tumbling in their courses, 
Rejoic'd at holiday, and scene unusual. 
The sky, the earth, the sea, teemM with their objects 
Diverse of form and being, divine and human. 
Gods in dumb ecstasy throng'd the upper clouds. 
Then with acclaiming voice, and plauding hands, 
MovM iit the heavens distinct at intervals. 
Or seen in misty glances, as' the show 
Chang'd its disordered aspect. Alternate 
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Darkness and light, and twilight danc'd upon 
Th' irregular assemblage. You might deem 
That th' evanescent beauties of the day. 
In storm and sunshine beaming — that the gloom. 
And gairishness, and transient freaks nocturnal, 
When galaxies, and dark bewildering tempests. 
And northern lights, and shooting stars, together 
Mix in their changeful sport — that the bright streaks 
Of setting sun, cradled in radiance, ^ 

Suffusing with his firebeams endless fleeces 
Climbing stupendous through the firmament-— 
Or rising moon of pensive countenance 
Mn£9ed in heavenly majesty — the forms 
Fairest in ^arth and heaven, were here in one 
Concentrated I What were the dribbling spout 
Of western Niagara purling down 
The gutter of her rocks ? what were the streams 
Of the fair Rhone sequester'd midst her hills 
And placid plains ? of the bold marching Rhine 
Washing her blood-stainM regions ? the dark Po, 
Slothful and solitary ? the Wolga drear, 
Creeping in icy chains, and desolate ? 
What were their waves united, could they roll 
From the hoar summit of th* amazing Alps, 
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Or heights (astounding mortal energies) 
Of th' Appenines, compar'd with thy descent 
Ganga, from heaven to earth ? This rocking globe 
Could scarce sustain the shock ! 'Twas nobly done, 
O pious Bbaga-ratha, thou prevaii'dst ! 
The meed of praise be thine, blest of the gods ! 
O thou of potent merit I thou ledd'st the stream 
Through the deep channels of the earth, to fill 
The nether chambers where perpetual billows 
Boom in perpetual darkness. Twas thy hand 
Rein*d the proud floods, and show'd the darkling rout. 
Such as I ei*st have sung, to Patala *^ ! 

Then rose the sixty thousand sons, hailing 
Th* immortal stream, emancipate by thee, 
Daughter of heaven ! And now thy votaries 
Crowd to thy courses, and j^vith blind belief, 
Since thy grand advent, wash themselves and live. 
Thou art their hope, their resurrection thou " t 



Thus have I told my tale. And now draw near 
Ye blest enlighten'd men, ye gentle wights 
Of weight, and worth, and vast rotundity. 
Who fain would (et the ignorant sleep on 
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And lose their souls, regardless of your own* 

Investigate my long drawn story ! Say, 

Dare ye yourselves adventure on such fiuth ? 

If to applaud be just, to trust is safe ; 

If safe. for heathens, why not safe for you ? 

Why praise in them. what ye dare not believe? 

If holy streams have power to save a soul^ 

"Why hesitate to plunge ? unless ye deem 

Your nature more defii'd than theirs can be. 

More difficult to purge. And is it thus ? 

Then why that proud disdain, that mighty swell. 

That strutting littleness of self<*esteem, 

When ye compare yourselves with them? Why boast 

Of better blood and hue, of stronger mind. 

Of higher lutellect? O plunge, or cease 

Th' ignoble strife. For once become consistent f 

Give proof that ye believe in Hindoo gods. 

That ye do love them, that ye dare commit 

Into -their hands your spirits, in weal or woe. 

For life and death, and dread eternity ; 

£lse, never more defend that vain belief 

Ye fear t' adopt yourselves ! Idolaters ! 

Your bold defenders shrink, incompetent 

To be upright. They libel their own faith, 
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And burlesque yours. The one, they cannot trust; 
* The other, cannot brook. They lie in heart. 
Though with deceitful tongues they spread your faoie. 
They praise your faith, because they hace their own ; 
In this, they are but infidels; in that, 
Accomplish'd hypocrites. — ^Leave we these lines 
Of warm rebuke; leave we these curious modes 
Of faith, and purity, and resurrection. 
Pass now to higher themes. My inkling Muse 
Would whisper other secrets, and of thee 
Whose deeds I did rehearse all sacredly ^ 
When in the realms below thou blow'dst upon 
Thy enemies, and slew them in thy wrath, 
I sing ; and all elate describe thy high abode. 



HEAVEN. 

Vishnu I thou four-armed sable god ** ! thy heaven 

# 

Shall shine in. verse. Its glories I unfold 
Presumptuous ! O Voinkuntha ; dwelling-place 
Of Vishnu ! Praise of thine, how may I thrum ? 
An English wight ! no mansion in thy streets 
Prepared for him, whose rash temerity 



Eats flesh of cow. No lover of sirloin. 
Or luscious steak, steaming with fragrant onion, 
May dare expect to rest his wearied foot 
Polluted, on thy pavements all of gold, 
Sheer gold — 3, happy stratagem, 1 trow. 
To coax the mercenary Hindoo's mind 
From worldly thrift. Ye merry Englishmen, 
Beware the smoking board at Christmas time. 
Groaning beneath the weight, or roast, or boilM, 
Of beef f yea, I repeat, of beef beware ! 
You deem my roguish pen ironical. 
Such grave advice obtrasive ! Bootless toil I 
That mortals vain, howe'er we sing or preach, 
(Far bards may preach) are poor, vain mortals still ! 
What, smiling ? — Then pursue your fleshly course. 
Begin the meal carniverous, and call 
Your jolly neighbours in to noble cheer- 
Cheer worthy of such motley guests, for each 
A table champion looks, redoubtable. 
With nose majestic, red and ample cheeks. 
And parts capacious. Not less a champion 
Though thin of aspect, with lank countenance. 
Full apt to wield the trusty knife and fork 
Is he, who scarce has flesh to hide his ribs. 



Whose every meal is lost od wretch so bony. 
Draw in, ye longing ranks, ye hungry souls. 
Nearer the table come, if near ye may 
Or can, with solemn greatness such as yours 
Approach! O let the towel with cleanly car^ 
Prop the reposing chin, lest drop impure 
From the industrious mouth should luckless fall. 
And luckless spoil the waistcoat, neat and trim* 
Preserved for holiday and manly feast. 
But still remember, Sirs, if minds refined 
As yours must be, aspire to reach the heaven 
Of swarthy Hindoo, (for I late have heard 
That quondam Christians now are grown devout* 
Imploring kind release from cumbering clay. 
That, disembodied, they may soar to bliss ; 
To hail the tinsel light of divers gods. 
And rapt, contemplate each unearthly form 
Obscene, and variegated attribute 3) 
No corner there shall bless your piety. 
For Vishnu heeds not your laborious toU. 
In his good cause. 

Yet sink not in despair i 
Corner in heaven (so say the learned here) 



yrwy* 
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May yet be youfs, if (as I wot ye will not) 
True to your cause, with hearts iDagnanimous, 
And pious stomachs willing to forego 
Each vulgar joy, ye take the pilgrim's staff, 
(Propitious thought !) and travel till the towers 
Of clustering brick pagodas, dim in prospect. 
Rise where Benares hides in dust and smoke. 
Tis said that dying there, howe'er absorbed 
In worldly things, and carnal things bowe'er 
Absorbed in you, absorption ye will gain, 
And live in Bramha, enviable life " I 
Or, as may better suit^ (though still devout, 
Yet not in travelling plight, or pilgrim mood, 
Ye spare yourselves, and give your waddling o*er) 
Go ! bathe your wearied limbs in Ganga streams. 
Believe ! devoted to her mud ! the phrase 
Ye soon may learn to mutter, and the rite 
Performed with nimble hand like conjurer 
Ye soon may imitate ; so may ye live. 
In hope of blessedness, and when ye die, 
Die calmly as ye may^ with nourishment 
So kindly tendered by officious brethren, 
Soft closing your wild eyes with holy clay. 

k2 
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Come back, O vagrant Muse ! no plebeian 
Abject may enter here. Each selfish god ** 
Has his owtl heaven. Sacred monopolists ! 
Lest scrutinizing eye should aught discern 
Of strife, or lust celestial, or turmoil 
Domestic. Spacious doubtless are those fields 
Of bliss, for habitants so few. The circle 
Twice forty thousand miles describes. I 've heard 
Of no ambrosial dew, the food of angels 
Glistening on evergreens ; for angels none 
Have dwelling there. No amaranthine bowers 
Invite to soft repose, the boast of poets 
In vulgar Christian heavens. No raptur'd song. 
Holy, aspires from thronging multitudes. 
Heard as the sound of distant waterfall ; 
For hymns, and raptur'd love, and holiness, 
Incongruous all, may not obtrude themselves 
In that abode of happiness. All spangling 
The nabob fulgence dazzles every eye. 
Each lofty edifice proud rising glows 
In the high firmament that wears its hue 
From sapphire temples bright beneath ; perchance 
The topaze dome and tower fling up their rays 
A buruish'd flood of flame ; and neighbouring steeples 
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Pierce with their hyaline points the lambent light 
Translucid as th' embellish'd heavens. Broad-built 
Strong battlements, and martial embrasure, 
Blush with blood ruby stain ; and emerald mansions 
Of seagreen ray, varying as falls the beam 
Through the wrought lattices, rear up their heads 
With opulent aspect. The deep ocean grots. 
Hid under the wild surge of restless billows, 
Those chambers of the mermaid, where fantastic 
She combs her streaming hair, wave-closetted 
Midst her fair furniture of conchs, and pearls, 
And corallines, and crimpled foliage, lose 
Their wondrous beauties when compar d with these 
Divine abodes. If in rejoicing mood 
Th^ sensual gods would laugh their time away, 
Relax'd they roam, not in the shade of night. 
Nor in the dim eye of the moon stroll they 3 
But in the rays from gems of fairest water 
Rang'd in exulting pageantry, like stars 
Close threaded in loose festoons; So I 've seen 
In London streets at night, when the loud horn 
From blust'ring newsman told the scampering mob 
Of better times to come, and bigger loaves. 
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The lamps, green, red, and blae, and white, disposed 
In many a row superb, illume each house, 
Shedding their blended beams, a lurid light 
Full on the face of staring crowd. The imp 
All sooty with bis brush, the lamplighter 
With slippery countenance, the 'prentice boy,. 
And sickly artisan, all mingled in the glare. 

m 

What are the puny works of Rome, the talk 
And boast of this poor world, should we advert 
Voikuntha !. to thy venerable columns ? 
Immensely huge, as huge they sure must be, 
Supporting heaven and all its ostentation. 
So vast as Vishnu's. On what base they stand 
My verse reveals not ; what their order too. 
Stately Corinthian, Tuscan, or Ionic, 
Invidious were for me unlearn'd to say. 
Inwrought they rose with rich device, and fluted. 
Or crusted o'er with filagree antique, 
Screw'd round and round, with many a knob o'er knob ; 
So stands in ancient baron's^ ball, upborne 
With divers curious legs, the oaken table. 
Relic rever'd of hospitable days. 
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They gleam afar, of every substance form'd, 
From costliest gem to many-coloured marble 
Clouded, or porphyry veia'd, transparent or opaque. 

Slow winding thro' those regions, where the fields 
Are fresh with never-failing bloom, and forests 
Are never sear, there is a sacred river; 
Silent it moves, smooth as the polish'd glass 
Reflecting the calm sky ; while fleecy clouds 
Erubescent, scudding on asephyr wing, 
Revers'd are seen down at the placid bottom 
Of that still water. Beauteous cranes erect 
On sedgy brink, whiter than driven snow. 
With crimson wings, stand delicately thin 
Dressins" the misplac'd plume, and eye beneath 
Their image. Glancing swift from the lov'd shade 
Of river weeds, plays the proud golden fish 
In light ineffable. This tranquil stream 
Perennial Ganga^ falls from other heavens^ 
And in its never tiring plenitude. 
Fails not in aught of hQuour or respect 
To heavenly worthies, pouring on their heads 
Affusion meet. It comes from dizzy height 
Stupendous, and with steady roar allays 
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In foaming bed its rage; thence slow and grand 
Hoar vapours rise, and (if those sacred regions 
Disdain not vulgar Nature in her forms. 
Transient, but lovely) tliere the various bow 
Now bright, now dim, with interchanging curve. 
Dances in violet tears, or glows with tinge 
Prismatic. 



Other joys in Vishnu*s heaven 
Divert the dwellers there, and tempt my song. 
Pregnant the clouds, but not with tempest-wrath. 
Such as distracts the lower world, when black 
The frighted skies discharge their brooded storms. 
First in the distant verge, where the bright vault 
Bends down to kiss the dwindled mountains, there 
The gay winds murmur as they heave along 
Disportfully their fragrant load. The shade 
That darkens through these domains, and embrowns 
The plains that else no sweet vicissitude 
Had known, falls from the half-obscur'd expanse ; 
So may you see in this sad vale below. 
When the white daisy freckles the moist hills. 
And mingled buttercups, with golden heads. 
Tremble before the mild breath of the spring. 
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The buirying shadows flit across the fields 
While April rains advance.— Now on the gale, 
Confus'dly toss'd, innumerable colours 
Rise, softly varying. Bud and blossom tbere. 
And wreath on wreath, and everlasting greens 
Of ashen aspect, through a thousand tints 
In endless grandeur move. The sun serene 
Illumes their restless glories as they play 
Amidst his beams, where the delightful pride 
Of spring celestial, drest in all her flowers. 
Full blown and fragrant, wantons gorgeously. 
The shower descends! a splendid hurricane. 
Gentle, yet wild, beseeming heavenly clime. 
The beauteous torrent strows tb' ethereal walks. 
Nor thunder palls the soul. Voices harmonic 
Swell on the rustling winds with brushing chord. 
More sweet than the wide range of Eolus 
Bewildering, when in some solemn cave 
He wakes bis lyre, — lull with enchanting spell 
The ravishM senses; — 'tis the heavenly drum 
Rolling to sooth with deep mellifluous tone 
Now loud, now low, now waking ecstasy. 
Then dying on the ear as the blest storm 
Subsides. 
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Moreover, in the hallow'd gloom 
Of sylvan haunts, for limbs supine of gods. 
Wearied and listless, pools translucent sbine^ 
Life-giving baths! no rufBing dimple there. 
The diving bird alone, in sportful mood. 
Plunges, and leaves a circling wave behind. 
The hundred petall'd lily, there fresh blooming 
In solitude, throws o'er the silent flood 
Her straggling arms, and opens her meek eye 
Emerging to the day midst floating leaves 
Flat on the chrystal surface, nobly crowded^ 
Like the voluptuous verdure, woven midst 
The woof and warp of Persia's boasted looms. 
Imperial nymph! Thou favourite of heaveni 
Chosen of Vishnu! for thy ripening graces 
Twin'd intermingling, form his vernal throne. 
Odorous and undecaying. On that throne 
Behold in regal dignity the god 
Glistering all glorious as the. mid-day sun 
With Lachsmee, radiant goddess, at his side; 
Stately and prim, twain wedg'd in heavenly chaii*^ 
He fiery beaming, she a queen refulgent, 
Though sable both. Fair Lachsmee ! need I lu^V^ 
(Queen as thou art of prosperous events) 
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Thy smile auspicioiis^ that from this bold flight. 
E'en to thy throne, I may at length descend 
Prosperous, though tird? Ah, no! thou wilt not aid 
Such sacrilegious lay, the theme thyself. 
Then must I try alone, and as I may 
Alight on firmer ground, escapM from thee 
Attractive though thou mayest be. Devarshees, 
And other iToIy clans thee celebrate, 

Lachsmee, and thy kingly spouse, in chant 
Monotonous and long. To those I leave 
Tliy unsung praises, who thy worth perceive. 

1 hasten to the door. FareweQ, ye gods! 
IjOSS of such heaven as yours disturbs me not. 
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I SAID, Farewell, ye godst loss of such heaven 
As yours disturbs me not. Yet there are those 
Who love such gaudy bliss, and long for heaven t 
Old Avarice would stretch his meagre hands, 
And glow with living ardour for such prize ; 
And dull Devotion, too would wake and burn 
For immortality, and golden streets. 

2k 
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Aye, she would brighten into watchfulness, 

Her drawling prayer would wear the tone of vigour. 

Her drowsiness would die in such revival ; 

While she, with roeek-set lips, and simpering gladness. 

Would ply her utmost diligence in work 

So pleasant in itself, so fraught with gain. 

How she would bless that day of recompeusje ; 

Her conversation then above this world * 

All weaned she would live, and gladly die 

T' inherit her desire^ While here below 

The calm anticipation prompts to duty, 

And lifts the soul to spurious joy. She lives 

In serious ecstasy with watery eyes 

And self-denying visage, pale and saintly. 

With now and then a sweet complacent smile 

Prim seated on the sorrowful feature, screw'd 

To holy line and curve ; where piety 

So call'd, adjusted, laid with prudish care 

0*er the reluctant muscles, hides the face 

That God once made to be an honest index 

Of upright minds, behind a tricking host 

Of foul hypocrisies. . O, I have seen 

Such base originals, would they Were rare! 

The blind Hindoo stands not alone in love 
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Of gaia. There are who sordidly aspire 

To self security, (what matter though 

All perished but themselves;) and I have trac*d 

Their outline only, would 'twere not correct* 

They pray for heaven but to be safe; they love 

The toiling road, if 'twill but lead from hell. 

What wonder then, while in the land of light 

And sentiment, there Tive such grovelling souls. 

That the untutor'd heathen man doth lie, 

And lick the dust with avaricious joy ? 

Predominating vice! The .passion rules 

In every land, remote or near, refin'd 

Or rudely barbarous; from high to low; 

From tri-crown'd men of papal majesty, 

Down to the wight that holds the shepherd's crook, 

Watching his sheep^ and shivering in the blast;— 

From the gilt nabob, to the poorest, wretch 

In miserable rags. If heaven be gold, 

O marvel not that mortal man should love 

The foretaste of such bright beatitude. 

Thus deems the thrifty mind ; the Hindoo thus 

Lives, strives, and cheats ; and cheating, striving, grasps 

His heavy bags, nor dreams that lust is sin ; 

'Tis holy lucre, 'tis a heavenly mind ! 
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Thou god respleadent ! O, who loves thee not, 
Omnific Gold ? Worshipp'd where'er the snn 
To cast his eye upon finds aught of hutmtn. 
As if 'twere Nature's epidemic ! Wild 
And senseless pro4igies unnatural 
Rise at thy glitter^ cheerily at the sound 
Of thy soul-moving musie^ capering high 
At chink divine. Mountains will doff their heads. 
And fling them in the sea for love of thee : 
Valleys start up and emulate the hills • 
Rivers which used to glide with sober pace. 
Dash mad o'er rocks; yea, the big earth is bor'd. 
And screw'd, and prob'd, and scooped, till every vein 
Is ransack'd, and her bowels «crutini2'd. 
To bring thee from thy subteiranean chambers. 
That honour may be done thee as beseems 
Divinity so valuable. Poor man. 
Obsequiously devout, runs to the end 
Of this wide world ; tie stormy seas be'H cross. 
And ride undaunted on the horrid waVe ; 
Or, bold, down to the bottom plunge, and pry 
Into the secrets of the deep, amongst 
Unnumber'd wrecks of goodly ships o'erwbeImM 
By the vehemency of Ocean : there 
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In various plight they lie, and will for ever, 
Fragment on fragment, spectacle immeiiQei 
Which he would fain bring to the light of day ; 
And gold would do it, but the grotesque corals 
Invest them with their crispy garnishibgs. 
And fix them in their beds immoveable. 
Uprisen from the briny element 
He dries his clothes, then mounts in quest of thee, 
Midst the loud roar of wondering muUitu4cSi 
To touch the sky, or traverse the broad light, 
And take a view of heaven were he inclia'd. 
The world is lost to him, and far below 
He sees th' amusing play of sudden flafihes. 
Dipping their fiery barbs ia the wide sea, 
Of rolling thunder-clouds ; while still lie soars^ 
Nor trembles looking down. He reins with powder 
The swoln balloon, aud tramples on the windg,^ 
Scorning their idle bltti^terings, O GoMj 
Inspired by thee! 

They say th' iofectious light, 
Shot from the basi'Usk's .eyes, hath power to kill ;—• 
Thou hast a thoi^sand eyes^ each eye with blink, 
BalefuUy casting fort|i i^ t^urtfulpesfr* 
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How fair to look upon, how fatal too ! 
Lov'd as thou art there 's poison in thy ray, 
Not less pernicious, because least discerned* 
Before thee, as before the wrinkled sage, 
With shaking hand, but strong in sorcery, 
Chang'd are black destinies^ ai^d cruel fate 
Has no will of her own. Thy witching touch 
Beguiles, transforms, subdues ; it overthrows. 
Be it thy pleasure, the deep set foundations 
Of staggering virtue. Dearest amities 
Repulsive grow, curdling to deadly hate. 
The widest oppositions coalesce. 
Thou lend'st the coward a heart ; the fool a head^ 
With brain therein ; the clown dexterity," 
To stride his loutish way to burlesque pomp ; 
The hero vigour, stirring his good purpose 
To save his country, and his fortune too ; 
Thou art the life of justice, giving power 
To right and argument, both vain without thee. 
The soul of treachery, offering purest motives 
(Fair golden ones, and what so pure as gold) 
For darkest deeds ! Nature itself is chang'd. 
And scarcely wonders at the curious show 
Of base anomalies begot by thee, 
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iSright beaming god ! 'twere worthy sure the knowing 
Thy birth and parentage. Reveal'd in book 
(How holy and how wise it boots not me 
To say ; I deal not with invisibles — ) 
'Tis thus recorded". — 



Once the beauteous Ganga, 
Pride of the heavens, fell into doleful throes, 
And darting agonies throbb'd through her floods, 
While frightful foam swuip o'er her waves, and lash'd 
Th' insulted shores; and nether rolling fires. 
Unknown before, plagued her disordered course^ 
And midst her loud turmoil grew hotter still. 
Threatening to dry her very life away 5 
Till her deep desperate womb disgorged her pangs,. * 
A stream of burning gold, which rush'd amain 
O'er the broad tract of land^ meandering far 
And wide, or up or down! The mountain heights. 
The peak hid in the clouds^ and lesser rocks. 
And hill, and vale^ and forests with their leaves 
Innumerable^ of every delicate form. 
Shone like the sun. The very blades of grass 
Were spears of gold untarnish'd, and unwithering. 
The spider wove his web and danced thereon. 



^ 
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As the light golden film with gentle breath 

Cross'd o'er the fields, that look'd a brilliant sea. 

How bright the sturdy growth of ancient trees 

Tritnsform'd so suddenly I The bark all smooth, 

Or rift and rugged, gleams with fretted metal. 

Inwrought like th' undefin'd and freakish lines, 

Or gibbous prominence and indenture 

Of old intaglios, beyond the science 

Of prying antiquarian. The boughs. 

As blew the summer breeaie^ with tinkling sound 

Wav'd jocund, and the polish'd foliage 

Sung to the passing wind melodiously. 

Each leaf, with aspen shake, threw to the eye 

A dazzling host of rays. The climbing tribes 

4 
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Hung up their sunbeam garlands, and embrac'd 
Each kind supporting neighbour, twirling^bout 
Their glittering wires. The melon grew in pomp 
Like noble bullion, and the little flowers 
Put forth their spangles ; yea, the clouds themselves 
Sent back the flood of splendour, and on high 
With fiery changing forms, diffusely cast 
Their golden fleeces o'er the sky. When niorn 
Distilled her dewy gems, the precious drops 
Sat on the downj leaves in tremulous globes. 
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With topaz ray ; and when the dark-rob'd niKht 
Lit up her clioicest planets, every blossom 
Seem'd a sweet star ! J ween a blessed place 
For sordid misers ; O, they would consent 
To poverty, and clothe themselves in rags. 
So they might- enter here, and gather up 
A few poor sticks, the refuse of the forest, 
And bless their darling god for leave to glean 
Throughout eternity with lightsome toil^ 
Such perquisites. 
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O immortality! 

Where'ei^tbere is a soul it speaks for thee, 
Howe'er that soul be chain'd. The monstrous bias, 
The blind perversion, the Egyptian gloom, 
The. mad dreams of depravity, conspiring 
To put this light out, sink in blank abortion. 
The soul will master. all the powers of darkness. 
And, spite of ignorance and* boding fear, 

 

Assert its nature, and its destiny 
Wait in the torture of: suspense. Uncouth 
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The savage lives^ of torpid intellect ; 

But something tells him he shall never die; 

Or why the busying thoughts of other worlds, . 

Of woe or joy^ reward or punishment 

Hereafter ? Lorn, in endless wastes of woods. 

Bleak-winded heaths, morass, and horrid rocks. 

The Jndian, with wild crest, breathes in pure air 

Ferocious freedom, lord o' the ruggedness 

Of untaught Nature. Dark his chained soul. 

Lost in vague glimpses of a future state. 

He sees a dim wove vision at the end 

Of his own mortal journey ; but 'tis like 

An unconnected flash or two of light 

Across the mind, which leaves it but the darker. 

He knows that he must die, and live for ever; 

And live, he fondly hopes, in that fair land. 

The land of spirits beyond the vaulted blue 

Of the pure sky. When pale, and sick, and dyings 

The poor benighted mind shrinks at the thought 

Of roaming through the mazy labyrinth 

Of the faint milky way, the twilight road 

To everlasting rest. Thus dies unblest. 

In firm assurance of immortal being, 

The undirected Indian. The red post, 
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Rude o'er his grave, declares to other ages, 
That the unconscious dust once nobly breathed, 
And nobly felt, and fought, and liv*d, and died 
A Huron hero " ! 



Fruition in the heavens, 
The immolated widoiv when she dies 
Hopes foVy and clasps the clay-coId corse of him 
Whom she would follow to some unknown regions; 
And, to secure the bliss, she dares the flames. 
Those flames I saw ; I saw the dying woman I . 
Oh ! I was wearied of this wicked world. 
And longM that 1 might never see again 
Such fruit of sin, but rather close my eyes. 
In peaceful death, and calmly pass away 
From this .abode of cruelty. That day 
Lives in my memory ; its barbarous scenes 
Too deeply graven there to be expung'd. 
The dead man lay hard by the sullen waves. 
Which scarcely mov'd beneath the stagnate air 
Of sultry skies ; the white pall o'er him thrown. 
One brother loiter'd near the place, nor wept. 
Nor, alter'd one calm feature, nor expressM 
Honest regret that his. untrembling hands 
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Should guide the torch, and fire the pile. Vacant 
He grinn d around. Cold blooded apathy ! 
There's nought in death to stir one lazy pulse, 
Or wake his callous heart. His laws, his faith. 
Have moulded the hard wretch ; from them he argues ; 
If they enjoin, why should he disobey ? 
They sanction the black deed; and crime no more 
Is criminal, and guilt is more than guiltless. 
Deliberate murder is but meek obedience ; 
The merit great, nor less the benediction. 



Said we, " Where is thy sister ? 



» 



" Two sweet babes 
Hath she ; one prattles on her knee, or plays 
About the sunny floor where she was born 
Two years ago in yonder comely hut. 
The neatest in the village. Th' other hangs 
Upon her breast, and draws the balmy milk, 
And smiles with jetty looks, or sweetly sleeps 
The livelong day. This is the mother's darling, 
Living upon her life, — and then, her features ! 

 

The mother's own^ so soft, so beautiful, 
So calm the arched brow, so frank the eye 
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And full of sparkling pleasure. In our books 
^Tis said, a suckling mother may not burn. 
We fear d our sister might disgrace our house. 
And leave her husband's soul in hell. But now 
That point herself hath settled, for the babe 
Is taken from her. True, 'twas hard to part. 
While it unconscious laughM, and stretch'd its arms 
For one more weeping kiss, and knew not why 
The mother sobb'd with bursting agony. 
Now her firm soul hath overcome that struggle. 
'Twas natural she should weep, but she hath done 
With earthly things." 

So spake he. Then my soul 
Was filled with anguish. Kindled indignation 
Rush'd to my cheeks, and inward roll'd my thoughts. 
O Satan, cruel fiend ! O fallen man. 
Than devils still more cruel ! Ungriev'd to bum 
Insensate, thy own flesh and blood. The tyger 
Growling in carnage through the wilderness. 
Than thee more noble, doth not violate 
The law of his own nature, and hath mercy 
Where thou hast none, sparing where thou devour'st. 
Plead not the Shaster's voice — thy gods malign 
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Aud hellish, sanction not the murderous deed. 

libel of our nature ! Bloody tears 

Wash not away the guilt of him who burns 

His shrieking relative ; nor blot the sin 

Of the calm looker-on, not guiltless while 

His hand doth grasp the book of life, — his country 

The power to rescue whom it wisely governs. — 

But hark, the trump of death ! 

She comes ! she comes I 
Midst the loud mob, hastening with zealous step 
To this drear Tophet. O, I pity thee. 
Poor woman, hurried on to dismal death ! 

1 pity thee amongst thy cruel friends, 
Hearten'd by them to leave those innocent babes 
Behind thee. Ah I could I but look within. 
And see the workings of thy wilder'd mind ! 
What dark presentiments, what doubt, what fear. 
Must rack thy tender bosom ; for thy form. 

Thy modest mien, and noble countenance. 
Bespeak intelligence.. Thou art not void 
Of human sensibilities, nor tir'd 
Of human life, thy years have been but lew ; 
Age nor infirmity e'er wearied thee. 
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Tbou hast a mother's heart. That steady eye. 
Though tearless now, was never sterol O no ! 
Time was when thou couldst hug thy treasures close, 
Close to thy throbbing breast with dear delight, 
And gaze upon those pictures of thyself. 
Till the bright tear of motherly joy ran down 
Bedewing them. O, had that soul of thine 
But visited this world in other guise. 
And other clime, unfettered, unabus'd. 
Taught by the will of God ; some angel then 
Thou mightest have been, accomplished from above, 
To teach by pen or pencil our frail race. 
To be the light of an enlightened age. 
To win to virtue by thy own example. 
To guide to heaven thy origin and home. 
Now I must we^p at this thy sad reverse ! 
Tc-day thou art, with life, and breath, and thought, 
And sympathies, and health, and mortal strength — 
To-morrow thou wilt not be! No, no trace 
Of thy fair form or being shall be found 
In this wide world. Thy ashes on the wind 
Scatter'd and lost, till l^e last day of wrath 
Shall come and gather up thy fragments. Night 
And day will come and go as usual. Sun 
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And moon will rise and set ; and this dead wave. 

Wherein thou bathest now, as the last act 

Of purity, shall roll against these sands 

As yesterday it rollM ; whilst thou art gone 

To come no more. Their changes still shall change. 

The world thou dost renounce shall still be busy — - 

Those, the companions of thy living dust. 

Shall laugh, and toil, and rest, in mutable life — 

Whilst thou art not ! Thy very friends will soon 

Forget that thou wert once a dweller here, 

And cease the weary midnight wail for thee ; 

Thy children too will lose, like a light dream. 

Remembrance of thy smiles. 

O stay one moment ! 
One moment longer, O delay to die ! 
Why hurry through the dismal incantation. 
Eager to urge thy melancholy flight . 
To join the soul of him whom thou didst Ipve, 
The partner of thy joys and sorrows here. 
As thou art partner of his death ? Do stay, 
Frail woman, lost in thy delusions ! stay 
A little while ere thou bidst long farewell. 
Farewell for ever to this blessed light. 
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Mad plunging into darkness. O ! my blood 

Is cold! — Come back! She's gone I She mounts the pile. 

One moment stands there in dumb agony, 

lAfting her eyes the last time to the sun : — 

The next, she drops t — The demon priests are up ! 

Savage at work, with might and main they pull, 

And bind the victims ; dead and living locked 

In firm embrace. 'Tis done! The blasting flame 

Burns rapidly, and th' undulating smoke, 

Xiike damned clouds cast from the mouth of hell. 

Black hovers round. The hideous death«song wails 

From howling friends. The roar of multitudes. 

The voice of filthy drum, and every shriek 

Shout, yell, and moan, proclaim the horrid triumph; 

And she is gtme for ever ! 

Not so thy death. 
Thou sweet Moravian sister. When the eve 
Of cloudiness had gathered round thy forests. 
Thy chosen wilderness, where thou hadst toil'd 
In faith, and love, and hope— -where thou hadst wept 
In secret for the souls of those around thee ; — 
When the white star drew back its lovely gaze, 
Quench'd in tempestuous skies, and tedious night 

n2 
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Hung oa the lonely lands her ni«gesty 
Of darkness — then thou trembledst not, nor fear'dst 
The wrathful Indian. O^ she turn'd not pale^ 
When the harsh warwhoop echoed in the dead 
Of that drear solitude. Thought she of scalps, 
And knives, and tomahawks, and bloody death ? 
She thought of death, 'tis true ; but the great mind 
That sweird her generous breast, that beam'd with fins 
Meek and angelic from her placid eyes, 
That carried her through darkest tribulations, 
Had conquered fear of death. The heroine stood. 
Waiting the crown, the crown of martyrdom. 
As I have seen the stately monument 
Magnificently stand in attitude 
Of rapt devotion, stretching towards the heavens. 
Midst conflagration and the crash of columns. 
So stood she then, sublime and beautiful. 
Great in her life, but greater still in death. 
Religion lent her strength, yea, all its gloiy 
Blest the fair saint, and chang'd her countenance. 
" 'Tis well, dear Saviour V thus she spake, and fell 
Midst tumbling ruins. Mountains fearful glare 
In the red flames lighted hy savages. 
Who wildly laugh, and plunder^ and retire. 
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But the pale morn weeps o'er the spectacle, 
And patient brethren view the black remaios 
or their once peaceful settlement, and aob 
In honest grief and humble resignation^ 
While singing for the dead. 

O SANCTAM DEFUNCTAM ! 

Departed saint ! the bitterness of death 
Is past, and thou art reigning gloriously ! 
Thy crown is won, and noble martyrdom 
Delivers thee from mortal sadness. 
The palm is in thy hand. 

Calm is thy spirit ! 

Oh let that spirit visit our abode. 

And sanctify the loneliness of forests. 

Farewell, blest sister ! from thy martyrdom 

Springs up tl^e light of future gl&dness 

In the gloom of heathen land. 

Oh, thou hast fled from mortal sadness, 

The palm is in thy hand. 

Calm is thy spirit ". 
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But I chastise my wandering verse, and baste 
To end my tale in Eastern dress. Recount, 
My Muse, the dismal griefs of after-state, 
Vexing the souls of Hindoo delinquents. 
Swerving from pious shaster till too late. 
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O, Yama, holy king I for so thou Vt called ", 

Judge of the dead, thy form grotesque I sing ; 

Grotesque yet terrible, of aspect green. 

And cloth'd in sumptuous red. Blood-shot and fierce 

Thy fiery eyes, darting the glance enflam'd. 

The crown sits nobly on thy scowling brows. 

And dignifies th' inexorable frown 

Wrought in thy countenance. The streaked flower 

Ornate, or worn as blessed amulet. 

Screwed prim in curious bunch of hair behind. 

Which erst had flow'd all waving to the wind 

O'er ample shoulder, as I Ve seen abroad 

In northern regions, from each woodland tree 

The seagreen lichen hang capillary 
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Dishevell'd, whirling in the frigid blast **. 
He strides in awful state the bufbloe, 
Suriy and lowering ; and his mighty hand 
Grasps the dire club^ the sceptre of his realms. 
No wonder, O thou thrice terrific king, 
The three worlds quake with terror at thy nod. 
Baleful. Liege Yama ! lord of all the dead. 
Thou hideous arbiter of life and death 
£ternal ; at thy bar the swarthy tribes — 

« 

The Eastern pharisee, with merit laden, . 
Of honied speech and self-approving eye ; 
The conscious culprit, and the shameless viliaio. 
Stand all la sad suspense-, and wait the doom 
Righteous, from book infallible, I. deem. 
If I may judge by yonder scribbling elf, 
Leering with watchful eye^ and hasty pen 
Recording all, or good or bad, of men. 
With all this labour thou are surely just. 
Thy sentence true, for Chitra^goopta writes '". 
But ah ! the gods may fail, and strange mistakes 
May puzzle kingly minds, and heavenly brains; 
In proof whereof, as their own poets sang, 
So sing I. 



96 H&ix. 

Yama, southwards of the earth 
Hath his drear dwelling, Yamalaya nam'd ; 
And from that bourn the traveller returns 
Oft, and resumes his life and breath again, 
And itching ears astounds with ghostly tale 
From the dark world of spirits. Once, 'tis said, 
Stretch *d pale on wretched bed, a Hindoo died, 
Before his life was ended ! The recorder 
Had made wrong calculation, and in haste 
Had misinstructed death**. The corpse was laid 
Cold on the brink of holy Ganga. — Now 
Sad relatives, with pious care dispersed. 
Gathering the well-dried wood, the sun-burnt leaves 
Of the tall cocoa-nut, and aught besides 
Combustible. The funeral pile was rear'd. 
The body placed above, like Memphian mummy. 
Wrapt in white linen ; but not long laid there. 
For ere the blaze had touched the pile, he rose. 
As one from trance awakened. He had been 
To Yamalaya, doubt not then his word. 
He saw the torments of the damn'd, and heard 
The suflFerer's moan. The tale was not rejected. 
His worthy neighbours hung upon the dote 
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Of the long narrative with courteous credence ; 
The raving harp from him takes up the song 
With agonizing chords. 

There is a road 
From the domain of death to Yama's palace. 
Disconsolate and shadowy, for it i^eems 
To mortal scan interminable^, throng'd 
With haggard criminals, from this vain world. 
Pacing with faltering step to hear their doom 
Irrevocable. O sad pilgrimage ! 
The mortal frame immortal now, secure 
From all but torment. Indestructible 
It travels, suffers, shrieks, and onward looks 
To woe more exquisite, where barren hills. 
Of difficult access, strown thick with fire. 
Extort the tearless groan. In lava stream 
A reddening sea, the culprit treads, now sinking. 
Now struggling with the wave, impelFd by power 
Unknown. Harsh cinders treacherously fail 
Like quicksand in the deep, then proiie he plunges- 
Tormenting pang ! he lies, all shrivelled, 
Warp'd with distorting twist, and never hopes 
Forlorn^ in aught but change of misery. 
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Vicissitude of pain his only bliss.-— 

That change approaches. See ! the shji*ouding clouds 

Rising in dark array far to the south. 

Column o'er column, quenching the bright streak 

Of blue light in the distanthorizon — 

That light which blasts the sight of traveller. 

And tells him hell is there, his last abode. 

The blistering wind, infuriate, rushes by 

Plaguing with blain the skin; while feverous thirst 

And horrid pestilence ride on its wings. 

Now comes the eddying storm ! compared with this 

The Sammiel blast breathes spring and vernal flowers ; 

The western hurricane of devastation 

Is but the sport of summer evening breeze. 

The dread tornado, with distended eheeks. 

Tearing in thundering wrath the wilderness, 

Toss'd high in ruin, is but the petty spume 

And frowardness as of a pouting child ; 

It soon blows o'er, and forests grow again. 

But what shall hope, or smile, or live, o'erwhelm*d 

In the dark ra^^e of ten^pests hatch'd in hell. 

Sent forth to meet the sinner in his way ? 

Incorrigible wretch ! Thou cansi^not hide 

From wrath inevitable I refuge none 
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Presents itself to thee ! The burning billow 
Thy fiery pavement doth not yawn to shelter. 
Eternal rocks, torn from the cracking entrails 
O' the mad abyss, with violent eacplosion, 
Down dashing on thy head vehemently, 
Annihilate thee not. Immortal thing 1 
Being all but extinct, extinct how blest f 
Unceasing, misery thine ! Changes do still 
Await thee ! 



Hush'd th' indignant elements 
l«ate combating, silence more dreadful reigns, 
And blackness falls. Halting, th' obdurate souls 
(If such yet trod the desert road to hell, 
Unbroken by their recent discipline^ 
Calm in their miserable hardihood^ till now 
Upborne by the ferment of latent wrath, 
Stern pride, or sulky madness) gaze upon 
The dreariness before them. The last light 
From their late torments redden'd on the tops 
Of shaggy mountains, grinning at the cloudy 
Covering of chaos, overshadowing wide 
The monstrous waste, the pilgrim's gnarled path; 
But that red colouring mingled with the void. 
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Above it seem'd a fearful nothing. Flame, 

Nor loomy star-ray, nor the rabid eyes 

Fiery of skulking apparitions^ show'd 

The dark disquiet of Tartarean skies. 

TTwas a vast theatre of blank confusion. 

Hills heap'd on hills audacious mountains grew, 

Outstripping in their height the highest flight 

Of pitiless imps straddled upon the blast, 

Roaring eternal in obscurity. — 

Bold poets may create ; — O may I place 

My great nocturnal beauty o'er these rough 

Imaginations, that the mortal eye 

May look on such disorder? Allow th* illusion. — 

O thou sweet moon, that lightest us while we live, 

And bid'st the hills and valleys smile with joy ; 

Arise, o'er this anomalous land ! Disclose 

The secrets of the place. Now may you see 

What tongue may not relate. Ambiguous things. 

Whether of vapourous cloud, or wind-borne ashes. 

Is unknown, moved before the rising orb, 

Of form, or formless, opening to her smile 

An unprevented path ; then her soft influence 

Fell, but the revelation was most dread. 

As I look'd higher, to the moonshiny scene. 



The things above were in their variance, 
Round-swimmiug, like the drunkenness of storms ; 
While the dun peaks^ and woe-denouncing crags 
Stagger'd with giddy swing, nor left their deep 
Foundations. Ever and anon appeared 
Gloom-cover'd cavalcades, as tortuous paths 
Curl'd round the tedious rocks, or sank between 
The riven chops, where depths unspeakable 
Gallow the peering souls ; ten tbousaqds there. 
Sable of feature, pac'd the narrow edge 
Of hollows bottomless, reluctantly 
Pressing still onwards through this vestibule 
Of hell their hated home; and mute they all 
Prelusive feel an inward smiting knowledge 
Of sure damnation, urging to despair 
Their throbbing hearty. The way illumed no more. 
And narrower grown, deceives the fugitives. 
Fell ghosts of nameless form and attitude 
Brush by and mock the passenger, laughing 
With broad discordant joy when the big clefts 
Betray his feet. He stumbles in his way 
Mid precipices, deep ravine, and lair 
Of yawning serpents huge, coil'd round and round, 
Conceard, down in the everlasting gloom. 
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With beacon-flaming eye, and fang inflicting 

The wound incurable. O, I have heard 

Of fearful. places in the world of mortals 

Where murderers* bones do lie, and whitening rot. 

And the dank smell of death is ever there ; 

While the sick earth throws up a rancid grass 

Dull green, and vervain patches. Slinking dogs 

Growl there, and snuffle o*er the perish'd garbage, 

Or howl unmeaningly as though they saw 

Bad men, their masters once, rise into form 

From the soft mould — ^but these are idle things. 

No place on earth, no charnel house like this 

For sculls, and rawbones, putrid limbs, and worms ; 

Worms, that roll through and through, all riotous 

Glutting on festered flesh, or lazy sleeping 

Surcharg'd with rottenness. Here beasts unclean, 

Deprav'd and wolfish, of no earthly name. 

Deep howling, roam their never-ending round. 

Sinners may rest not here ; hurried along 

They move in groups distempered. See, they smite 

Their breasts, they tear their shagged hair despairing • 

With clenched fist in sudden fear they start. 

Or slow and sullen wend their gloomy way. 

Hand lock'd in hand, wringing with doleful cry : 
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Emaciated features speak each grief 
E'er pictured on the madoian's visage. Waii 
The rivell'd cheek ; the hollow dark eye siiooting 
With maniac vacancy. There sit remorse. 
Indignant scorn, and malice brooding phrensy ; 
There envy scowls, and rage impotent burns. 

Wail ! wail ! the time is come ! the god uprears 
In spectred murkiness his frightful form, 
His length of limb, his giant stature, high 
Folded in. dusky clouds, his awful head 
Distinctly seen, or dim, as rolls the smoke 
From his enormous moUth. Pale glory trembles 
Around him, like the fire of northern lights 
Streaming along the skies ; or when at sea. 
Like the faint fulgence of the distant foam. 
Dashing indignant, as th' unbridled wave 
Mounts heavily against the scudding bark 
While night is on her throne. — Flame are his eyes 
Empurpled, glaring ; and his voice dismaying, 
Loud as the mighty thunders when the world 
Wreck'd, lies a heap confus'd. He speaks ! he speaks I 
The dreadful doom reverberating long 
Is heard. The frantic prisoners are dumb, 
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Aghast they stand 1 weeping may not avail. 
In vain they piteous look with upward eye 
To Yama.- He, inflexible, heeds not ; 
But, with uplifted arm and horrid stride, 
Sweeps, in bis reckless mood, the huddled crowd 
To hell. Hell has her pains innumerable 
T' inflict upon the soul. Diversified 
As are the modes of sinning while iii life, 
The modes of damning. Here the searing scourge 
Lashes its victim through the black expanse. 
Nor respite gives. Each implement of ire, 
Devis'd with devilish art, finds full employ. 
Strange shapes appear of dwarf or giant size. 
Ugly and fulsome. Gorgous, with fierce balls 
Shockingly blinking from their sunken sockets. 
Winnow the boisterous air. The hippogrifl^. 
With spirit upon his back, like death, grim riding. 
Snuffs the burnt blast, and snorting tramples down 
The multitude. The neighing terror bends 
His cursed rout through the condemn^ abode ; 
While ashy mountains crumble at his spurn. 
Or spout jyith firier glow. His rampant course 
Rocks the broad ridge of dismal promontories, 
Lash'd by the scorcbings of flame-orested waves^ 
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Black in their endless torrefaction. There 
Behold the spectre pinnacled on high, 
Where the dark frowning spot o'erlooks the lake 
Down, down in deepnesses, the heaving bed 
Of outcast sonls. Death from that loftiest cliff 
Scowls on the frightful district ; then speeds forth 
To grievous warring, for the stern Sirocco 
Was in his hand, and the Corbrechtan noise 
Was with his fUght. Now the rejected crew 
Were trodden down to darker habitations 

 

And deeper woe, where harpies flit obscene. 
More hateful to the sight than withered witch 
With sbriveU'd dug ; the loathing sinner starts 
From thing so vile, stirring with leathern wing 
Unclean, the nauseous stench. Intolerable 
They haunt the jaded soul. 

Q dolorous state ! No blest alleviation, 

No mitigating change ; but ban for ban, 

In one eternal round ; and yet the lost 

Cry out for change, whate'er that change may be. 

** Oh, give,** so do they shriek, " give the black wprm 

To bite the conscience. Give thy curse to dwell 

la heart and brain ; bid the delirious whirlwind 

p 
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Hurl us dismay'd to other raging realms ; 

Bid the hot virulence of snaky venom 

Ooze in our every bloodrvein, till it spirt 

Angrily through our bursting skin ; O charge. 

The craziness of million wild disorders 

To wrack our senses. — ^Kather than the woe 

Of present wretchedness, give agonies. 

Dread Yama, far outdoing every pang 

E'er known in hell. Come^ welcome, if but new !. 

Come change, though for the worse, yet welcome stUU" 

Ye have your fervent prayer. 

The yawning pit 
Unfathom'd, waits to gorge its craving bowels. 
And criminals rush headlong down, distracted. 
In that vague grave dwells every hateful thing 
Of form abominable, and noxious nature, 
A living mass, heaving, with claw and horn, 
And barbed sting, and lashing tail entangled. 
I know not whether from delusive vision, 
Of from disorder'd mipd of him who saw; 
But each offensive reptile far surpassed 
The bulk of puny man. Squatting in web. 
A ropy labyrinth, th' araqean brood 



Sculk for thdr food ; down from tremendous height 

Falls the lost wretch snared in the net. Odious, 

With violent rush the spider orerstrides 

The man^ wound up for ever ; he quaffs from veins 

A sanguine stream, immortal and exhaustless. 

How the gross monster hugs his yelling prize. 

And drunk af carnival gulps deeper draughts 

Voracious, till all surfeited with blood 

His bristled abdomen with guggling throb 

Grows bloated. Here with never wearied hbs, 

Wriggling, the poisonous snake of gorgeous crest 

And emerald eye, twines round the gladiator. 

Wrestling with mightier throes than his of yore. 

Old Laocoon, but not like him soon yielding 

To the dead bite, — the conflict will not cease. 

The toad demure, of sullen baiicing croak. 

Crushes beneath her cold and ponderous paw 

What victim she may claim from tumbling crowds. 

And sprawls in slime, and self-bred filthiness, 

A bunch of life wrapt in a scabby crust 

Disgusting. Scorpions there, in scale and mail. 

With hooked tail high brandish'd, wreak their spite 

On suffering mortals. More I might relate 

Of wing'd or crawling thing } of other woes ; 
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Of iron womeo^ burning red, with arms 
Outspread, and fiery breasts, embracing 
The sear'd adulterers ; but, glad to rest» 
I cease. — ^Tis Yania*s hell I 



ss 



I have been told 
The dying Hindoo shudders at strange sights 
Ofttimes, of malign demons round his bed 
Beckoning his soul away to that drear place. 
Themselves his escort. So in Christian land 
(For now I leave t}ie black prodigious fable) 
The unbeliever dies. Fill'd with remorse 
He mourns, but not repents \ and childlike weeps 
Impenitent : then with malignant snatch 
Of palsied hand, he wipes his failing eyes, 
Asham'd of tears. O better were that hand 
Lifted in pious prayer, than dairing clench'd 
Against the skies, against the blessed cross. 
And Him who bled thereon I Outrageous, 
He will not pray, no, not for dying peace. 
That his departing spirit may repose 
In God, and rest from troubled thought. Alas ! . 
He prays not for lost blessings, faith and hope. 
Blessings once unesteem'd, rejected now. 
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Hardened, yet trembliDg under heavy guilt, 

He lies an angry mark of God's displeasure ; 

A prostrate rebel overthrown by sin. • 

His conscience stricken through, dubious he fears ; 

Then bold in wrath, then dubious fears again. 

Alternate feelings mark his every feature 

Receding fast in death. O let that eye. 

Ere quench'd in night, be fix'd on the Redeemer ! 

One sorrowing glance forced through the rising mists 

0*erspreading mortal vision, one last look. 

As look'd and pray'd the dying malefactor 

To Jesus crucified. But no, he raves ; 

He mutters blasphemy, and talks of spirits 

Haunting his soul — then dies, and mourning friends 

Turn pale in sad remembrance of his death. 

And fearful peasants walk not near his grave. 

The day of woe, the dooming judgment-day. 

When the warp'd heavens shall pass away, and earth 

Dismay'd, start, wandering from her orb with rush 

Like ominous comet, crackling in her course. 

Will best reveal the misery of the damn'd. 

heart-subduing sound ! Lost, lost, for ever ! 

1 may not tell those dire realities. 
Unsearchable, unknown, the second death i 
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For how caa pea record, what mortal power, 
What aogel thought ne'er grasp'd; reservM for man 
Once noble, now corrupt, and wooed in vain 
By mercy mSd ? The never-dying worm 
Corroding with fell power ; the soul enchained 
In darkness, such as that where God is not 
In love and mercy seen, or heard, or felt ; 
That worm, whate' er it be ***** 
I pause !-*lntrepid were the verse that dwelt 
Oq theme so dread ;— tchange we the subject then. 
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PART H. 



ARGUMENT. 

THIS part Is deiigned as the eootrast to the former, and if an attempt to show 
•omething of the nature of true religion, and to ponrtray its benign effects on the 
mind. — It commences with a Sabbath Morning scene — Marjr at the Tomb of Christ 
— her feelings and reflections — her hymn to Christ — ^she finds her risen Lord— no 
blessedness bnt in Christ — Charms of Katnre unavailing— address to Christ. — The 
entrance of Sin into the World described — Train of natural evils — ^Train of moral 
evils. — ^The triumph of the Redeemer — His power over the human mind — The 
progress of conviction and conversion briefly traced — Despair — Hope — Serenity 
impaited by Religion — ^The Missionary — Sabbath Morn in India — Early recollec- 
tions — Sabbath at home and in India compared — Converted Brahmnn — his for- 
mer state described— Effects of the Gospel, as appearing in his conversion. — ^The 
Bengalee Man — his abode — Snnderband scenery — his convictions — obstacles — the 
forte of troth— his final conversion — his death. — Calcutta during the unhealthjr 
Monsoon — appearances of nature— the burial ground — the Irish walie — the ravages 
of an epidemic disease — Death — Hope in the prospect of Death — solemn 
thoughts — the Poem concludes with the Soliloquy of a rising Saint. 
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jEIeNCE^ ye dark visions 
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I tell a solemn tale. 
Long ere the doubtful dawn towards the east 
Sent fprth its silvery glimmering, Mary stood. 
Duteous, to pay beseeming homage where 
Was laid her lord, the Lord of life, entomb'd. 
Hard by the sepulchre, in anxious thought, 
Her dbow rested on the rugged rock ; 
Her beauteous hand was on her. forehead laid ; 
Her eyes were on the earth, where fell the tear. 
Fair penitent ! she bends in silent grief. 
As flaunting to the wind her auburn locks 
Hung their dishevell'd tresses o'er her face. 
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Veiling her snowy countenance from view. 

The last departing star lent its pale ray ; 

It fell upon the half-obscured cheek, 

And faint reveal'd the loveliest mortal form 

That e'er had wept o'er mortal sin. The hair 

Unbraided graceful, hides the fairest features 

£*er wash'd by penitential tears. Sweet saint, . 

Weep on^ repentance makes thee beautiful. 

Fairer in sorrow : so the queen of night 

Beams from the misty cloud her softer glories ; 

The garland halo circles her meek brow. 

Sweet presage of refreshing showers. Pensive 

Thus stood the lovely Magdalene, ere yet 

The day was come. ^Tis true, there had been light. 

Not of the sun or moon ; no earthly fire 

Mantling the north cold sky, in wild array. 

Had caus d that transient day.; but on the clouds 

There rested still a fading splendour, bright 

As though the heavens had opened there, and shed 

On lower heavens a ray ineffable J 

The wakeful bird, upspringing from her nest, 

Hail'd with her sprightly song that blessed light, 

Mounting ih* ethereal road which Jesus took 

To glory, from the tomb emancipate. 
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Winnowing with speckled wing the radiant beam 
She tir'd amidst her course, and with sweet note 
Sank to the dusky earth again. 

Twas this 
That waken'd Mary from her shadowy dreams — 
For when she slept she rested not. Her mind 
Reyoiv'd the past ; she saw her Saviour oft 
Stand merciful, and in her troubled thoughts 
Would clasp his sacred feet, and clasping, wake 
From dream so balmy $ or the busy soul. 
Creating its own images, would mourn 
Over a dying Christ with temples torn. 
And hands, and feet, and side, pierc'd and embath*d 
With gushing blood ; or pictured to her mind 
She saw him lifeless as he lay, when first 
They took him from the cross, and as they wept. 
Wrapt in the funeral sheet his cold remains. 
His form, his attitude, his pitying smiie, 
His agonizing throe, and fading eye 
Sinking in death, dwelt ever on her soul. 
She lov'd him much, for much had been forgiven. 
What wonder then, if, when the sable heavens 
Were suddenly illum'd with shining hosts 
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Attendant on their Liord, her ardent thoughts 
Supposed it day ? She rose from restless couch. 
She saw that new effulgence in the skies ; 
Nor did she deem that Jesus had escapM 
To immortality; but waited lone. 
And waird in darkness by the sepulchre. 
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*' Oh Saviour ! resting in thy chilling chamber ! 

The mists of death are on thy slumbers. 

The womb of earth enwraps thy head in darkness^ 

Lfow laid the hope of Israel^ 
The hope of Mary Magdalene ! 

Oh ! light of my dark soul^ once ealmly shining^ 
My beacon flame^ to heaven directing, 
Quench'd now in death ! the all-obscuring shadow 

Rolls o'er the hope of Israel, 
The hope of Mary Magdalene ! 

Oh ! lost to me, frailest of failing women. 

For ever lost thy tender mercies ! 

Cold is the hand that wrought all marvellous. 

That rais'd the hope of Israel, 
The hope of Mary Magdalene !*' 
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Then died the artless strain. A beauteoas sight 
Was she, abashM with grief; nor saw the flower. 
The primrose of the nighty whose modest eye 
Now closing slept as rose the waking morn. 
First ^oid and cheerless, then with warmer ray, 
Deep and yet deeper blushing, with light streak 
Streteh'd in the utmost horizon serene, 
Where the perspective hills, wave upon wave, 
Doifd their blue dress, and mingled in the glow. 
She hail'd not thy glad beam, thou red orb'd sun ! 
Her better sun had set, she thought, to rise 
No more ; and yet a trembling hope there was 
Which sometimes kindled in her glistening eyes. 
And spread its tranquil influence o'er her face. 
Like playing corruscations on the cloud 
Betokening fairer skies. O she had ground 
To hope, yet knew not how her fond desire 
Could meet fulfilment. ^' He who raised the dead," 
Thus would she say, ^^ must be the Lord of death." 
With thoughts like these, she, rising fix>m her mood. 
Soon talk'd with angels twain. Twain sat they there 
In placid majesty, with the fresh bloom 
Of other regions stealing o'er their cheeks. 
The pleasant blue of that calm firmament 
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Once overspreading the unblasted scenes 

Of holy Eden, shone from piercing eyes. 

While the light golden curls fell gracefully • 

Half hiding, half revealing the white shape 

Of the high forehead, and smooth polished shoulders 

Curv'd, and of delicate texture, more divine 

Than aught inimitable of earthly art 

Fashioned from living alabaster. Light 

As breath of innocence that lives in heaven 

Were those aerial forms, while rainbow mngs 

Preen'd exquisitely to celestial mode. 

And upwards spread, flung a mild shadowing 

Upon their features, tempering soft the glance 

Of the unwrathful lightning dwelling there. 

Now heaven and earth again convers'd together f 

Mortal and seraph join'd in blest communion. 

The weeping saint, and mutely watching augels. 

Met at the tomb of Christ — ^and Christ was nigh 

To bless the favorite penitent, and hush 

With his own wonted voice her womanish fears. 

And soothe her sorrows. Intercourse divine ! 

She found her Lord ! and prostrate at his feet 

Found peace. Sweet rest was thine, O Magdalene I 

Then was the Sabbath of thy soul. The Lord 
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Appear'd to thee. Serene and happy thou, 
The Crucified restor d to bless thy love. 
So may I, sinful creature, wait thy coming, 

Jesus, risen from the dead, and find 

In thee perpetual Sabbath. Far and wide 

1 roam without thee, seeking rest in vain. 
The world estranged from thee, by sin accurst, 
Yields rest nor comfort to the soul sin-fraught 
And wearied of its burden. Nature fiiir. 
Though made to please the soul devout, and lift 
Its thoughts in reverence to Nature's God, ' 
Pleases no more. 



I lov'd the emerald spring 
Joyous and bland, with heart-inspiring breath. 
Or magic sounds of ever murmuring steams. 
And coppice bending to the roaring gales. 
And rustic notes from the wild oaten stop 
Tun'd merrily at intervals, with mirth. 
Sweet carolling of birds, from the dark brake 
That hides the purling moisture in its course 
Filtering through moss and plants submers'd. I lov*d 
The shade impervious to the beam or blast ; 
The bank, where peeps the pretty pimpernel, 
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Or more majestic the red-robin rears 
Its clustering stars $ the graceful maple tree 
Pale blushing in the glen ; the lonely bush 
Bending with luscious berry o'er the brink 
Of deep ravine, where solitary blooms 
Each weedy flower ; year after year they sprout 
And blow, and seed, and die ; then live again 
Beautiful in seclusion, like meek virtue 
Unseen yet blessed. There was joy to me 
In the mild sunshine of the heath, far spread 
Before the roving eye. The burnished furze 
Fair glimmer'd o'er the picture, while on high 
The yellowhammer flutter'd in the beam 
Of the bright day with animating song. 
Peaceful I rambled through the thorny maze. 
And hail'd with new delight the little bells 
Azure, or purple, opening to the light 
From midst their briary protection. Oft, 
As prone upon the fragrant hillock stretch'd,. 
I have been hush'd to blest forgetfulness 
While listening to the busy hum of bees. 
And sound of distant flail, but faintly heard. 
Or bark of shepherd's dog. Quiet and tost, 
How sweet to ruminate with heaven above 
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Expanded, and with earth beneath, full fraught 
With her munificence of glory. Thus 
Slumherlng as on enchanted ground, I've roamed 
To scenes of other worlds, ideal and strange. 
Till the obtrusive lapwing with harsh voice 
Would break the spell.— ^I lov'd the gentle slope 
Ascending to the venerable woods. 
Where the grey-coated oak, with curling arms. 
Distorted by a thousand winters' rage. 
Casts the young acorn to the leafy soil ; 
Where beeches tall scatter amain their nuts. 
And brambles wander midst the undergrowth 
-Of fern, and curious arum, in whose niche 
My lord and lady stand, and liverwort 
Rankles medicinal in obscurity. 
I lov'd those heavenly tints on the light fleeces 
When the descending sun, in autumn glory. 
Sinks to his nightly rest behind the forests 
So garnish'd with the russet hues, sorrel. 
Brown languid, deeply red, like the dark blood 
Of the full grape, or fiery slumbering glow 
Of embers dimly dying ; I have seen 
Such pomp amidst thy lone rusticity, 

to 

Sw^et Pennsylvania'*, when a wanderer 
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I walk'd thy woods^ and bless'd tby solemn peace; 
My soul rejoic'd to see the blithesome freaks 
Of thy grand foliage, when the shaking leaf 
Puts off the summer dress, and whispering, blushes 
To the redolent winds. 



Nor rose unnoticed the remoter grounds; 
The hills in distant view, with tedious road, 
Whence chime upon the ear the lulling bells 
Of waggon horses in their dusty way, 
Slow labouring ; on the boldest proudly stood 
The dusky fir-tree, long the well known mark 
To guide the traveller, I saw the crag 
Desperate and rude, trees, tumbling rocks, and' falls 
Of thundering rivers o*er the precipice 
Disordered and fantastic, grandly savage 
Like th' untamM greatnesses of dreadful landscape 
Flung on the canvass by the daring hand 
Of wild Salvator ! I saw with reverent eye 
Peaks jagged pierce the overwhelming mists, 
Resting eternal on the frantic scene ; 
The vast display of wonder in the skies ; 
The still cemlian of the summer day, , 
Or summer eve, when far athwart the heavens 
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The marbled sheet assumes each spot and streak 
E'er worn by freckled mackerel, stretching wide 
Receding from th' admiring sight. I saw 
Broad continents^ and sky-built Apennines, 
Whose summits draw the watery gazing eye 
To better regions, pure and fair as light ; 
Great promontories of prodigious form. 
With golden edges buoyant in the air; 
And igneous bastions, dun, the secret place 
Of the dark thunder, ere the volant winds 
I)rive to thq stormy war with writhing play 
Horrent, of lightning. Then a fugitive, 
I was upon the seas, and in the bosom, 
Of elemental strife, while wrath above, 
And the black deep in reckless wrangling clashed. 
Old Ocean swung bis bellowing surge to meet 
Impending onset. Wrapt in horrid battle 
My frail bark labour'd, and my hope had fled ; 
But the benignant moon look'd calmly forth 
Upon the contest, and its fury shrunk 
From her fair eye. Then did the fires of heaven 
Burn in serenity, and solemn signs 
Move in the zone of night, while all fulfiUM 
Til' appointed revolution, whirling round 
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Their labyrinthic orbits nicely swung, 

Propell'd, and rein'd, by Him who brought them out. 

And said, ^< Let there be light/^ — 

Thus Nature showed 
Her gradual climax. Forth with raptur'd soul 
She led me from the trifling weedy flower 
Through her strown visible wonders to the clouds^ 
And storms, and stars, and systems. But in vain ! 
Vain all the works of God to bless the mind 
Wrought to a sense of guilt, that feels the thrall 
Of sin, and fain would flee the wrath to come. 
The everchanging picturesque, lovely 
In each vicissitude, the spacious earth. 
And heaven of heavens, all fail to rest the soul 
That finds not rest in thee, O risen Jesus ! 
Come then, thou Crucified, my Sabbath thoughts 
O sanctify ! Reveal thy bleeding form 
To me, me miserable. O impart 
Thy mercy, while I seek at early dawn 
Thy presence I Lo, I come, all penitent. 
Bowing to earth oppressed. Sorrow unfeignM 
That sins of mine should pierce thy hands and feet. 
And side, and lacerate with pungent thorns 
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Thy awful brows, which erewhile had Bustain'd 

The diadem of heaven — sorrow anfeign'd 

Now brings my faltering steps to thee, in deep 

Contrition, bending o'er thy vacant tomb. 

To mourn in silence there. O, Saviour risen I 

Now in thy glory seated, dwelling high 

In cloudless majesty, with blessed throng 

Harping before thee ; hear a sinner's lay 

From earthly harp — ^accept the sad lament ! 

The verse records the penitent's confession, 

Thy suffering pangs, thy love which bade him hope. 

Thy merit all divine which bids him live. 
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Eden was lost by sin. The hallowed ground 
Soon felt the moral taint. Her baleful step, 
Like the base sickening track of ugly thing. 
Born ia the dregs of hateful feculence. 
All withering^ far and. near impress'd the curse. 
Then 'gan the thistle-down its airy course. 
Light dancing o'er the fields,. or wheeling round 
On its own axle borne before the wind. 
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Sin brought Disease with all her squalid crew 
Into the world, and let them loose on man 
Of million forms, and size, and feature strange, 
Crooked, defective, dwarfish, or defac'd. 
Tottering with rickets, twisted curiously. 
With neck awry, outstretched, and shoulders round. 
And hunch important seated on the back ; 
Or with thin furrow'd cheek and sideway eye. 
Squinting in doleful misery, moping slow 
With drivelling whine, or broad hysteric laugh. 
Chill Ague wanly looking, shudders by, 
Rueful of countenance, like fabled ghost 
On watery clouds. Old Apoplexy squab. 
With torpid eye, full bloated heaving lips. 
And heavy waddling gait, and stomach crude 
Comes striding. Torturing Gout, with burning pang. 
Bound up in muffled toes, gnashes his teeth ; 
Invisible, some hell-instructed cub 
Pours th' athritic influence to the bone. 
Stiff-jointed Rheumatism, propp'd with crutch, 
Decrepid swings the unobeying limb 
Hung dangling from the crazy hip. Doting, 
Grey querulous Palsy shakes her head, and bends 
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0*er her supportiog 0taff, with bony grasp 

A&d wrinkled iskin. Consumption hollow -eyedj 

Deep-coughiag skeleton, and lean Decline 

Join hand in hand, white a^ the drapery 

Folding their wasted forms. With quenchless tfiirst 

Red Fever burns in wrath, and with warp'd brain 

Wrought to delirium^ rages at the dream 

Of troublous changing images. Morose, 

And incoherent, muttering inwardly, 

Or boldljr boisterous, with umneaning smile. 

Listless Insanity of hurried pace, 

Pleased or displeas'd, as suits the vagrant mind. 

Roams wildly. Madness ^crouching low in 

Sits motionless, with steady scowling eyes 

Deep socketted, whose wary gaze severe. 

Bright glancing from the dim obscurity, 

Strikes terror to the soul. 

O had the work 
Of busy Sin but finish-d here, blest then 
Poor man had been, to suffer, groan, and die I 
But the vile taint corrupts th* immortal mind f 
This the grand secret of our other woes. 
The blood which spreads in endless arteries 
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With unforgiTing feature, and hard heart, 

And wreaking hand uplifted. MaKce Aow 

Her ineditatii^g brow knits to the point 

Revengeful, looking with one eye askance 

Back to the long long past, the other fix*d 

Firm on futurity with ready aim 

T* inflict the more than retributive stroke. 

Commencing her career through this poor world. 

Now discontented Envy, wandering o'er 

The troubled scene with ever restless pace, 

Pouting her foul detracting Up full swoln 

With bite incessant, leers at e:!ccellence 

She ne'er attains. Ambition rears aloft 

Her proudly swelling crest ; destruction lies 

In all her course, and thrones and empires fall 

Crush'd underneath her wheels; the earth itself 

Too insignificant a prey, she deems 

The skies in ruiu trifling play, while yet 

There aught remains. She fain would daring soar. 

High charioted with winged steeds, amid 

The wreck of falling heavens, look down ^nd laugh 

O'er the loud crash of things, or idly wtep 

That higher heavens were left not. Beastly Lust, 

Obscede and rank, strokes down his goatish beard, 
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And rolls his maudlin eyes adulterous 
O'er the fair fields of blanched innocence. 
Dropping defilement in his hated rout. 

Accursed crew ! your doggish intercourse 
Confusedly foul, begets blood-hankering War, 
Wan Pestilence, and Famine with lean sides. 
War in red anger lights his torch, and lifts 
The horrid signal, 'tis the flag of Death ! 
Death reigns o*er all the world through Sin ; and War, 
A,nd Pestilence, and Famine, leagued in one. 
Are panders to his lust and gluttony ! 
Death, starveling Death, presides relentless o'er 
This pitiable ruin, and quaffs the cup 
Reeking, of human blood. Inebriate 
The monster gluts his meal, and throws his orts 
Gangrenous, to Corruption. Mortal man 
Falls in his strength, and moulders in the dust ; 
Oh f if impenitent, with no calm hope 
In the blest cross of Christ, death follows death I 
There is a second Death ; he reigns in hell. 
Eternal, o'er the realms of wretchedness. 
The wicked-one, and wicked souls lie there 
Prone in their agony, reserved in chains 
For the black day of wrath to be reveal'd. 
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Sat, was the picture just ? Declare all ye, 

(For ye alone can judge,) who feel the thrall 

Of sinfulness. 'Twas drawn from life itself, 

'Twas copied from the heart ; the original 

Art thou, frail man ! The hand that held the brush 

Trembled at colouring so dark, and tir'd 

Left the unfiuish'd scene^ for who can paint 

Sin inconceivable ? O Crucified ! 

To thee I owe redemption from its curse* 

Not Mary's self had more forgiven than I ;— - 

Than I, O could I say, she lov'd not more. 

Thee, all forgiving Saviour ! poor return 

For dying love of thine. Yonder the cross. 

The cross of Christ beams forth the light of hope. 

The voluin'd darkness breaks and rolls away. 

O, vision blest ! Propitious revelation ! 

I saw the Holy One, divine in death. 

The wrathful visitings had blanched his cheeks, 

Marr'd in his sorrows ; yet benignant smiles 
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Relumed his dim eyes— *majesty was wrought 
O'er the pale loiin, inexpressible. 
Th' emblazonry of death, and sin, and hell. 
Lay scatter'd in discomfiture, loose flung. 
Where the bruised dragon strainM hi* curling folds ; 
The dread fire, quench*d, pouring from angry orbs, 
Which scowl'd with last malignant look on him. 
Who, potent, crushM the head. O, on that day 
War shook the heavens and earth. The utmost strength 
Of the dark legion'd hosts then roUM in vain 
O'er the lone champion, greatest when he fell. 
He snatch'd the' yoked tempests fi'om the skies. 
And bowing low, drew the disploding peal 
Down in o'erwhelming* conflict ; then awhile 
Sank to the lap of earth — ^his foes to hell ! 

He sank ! but rose again ; and glowing faith. 
Mounting with angel fervour, strikes the lyre 
Of grateful melody, and wakes the song 
Seraphic. O divine and glorious One, 
Great First and Last, Lord of all things create ; 
Highest in heaven, once lowest on the earth ; 
Holy in wrath and love ; inflexible 
In justice, and in mercy great and true I 
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Thou dwril'st higti wrapt in ^' endless maje^y 

Of uncreated light, thine own abode. 

Ere rose at thy command from utter gloom 

Of chaos this bright world un mutilate, 

Untaint with sin. Thou, cloth-d in human flesh. 

Divinity and human nature blent 

In wondrous harmony i great Gabriel bows 

Profound before tby lacerated form, 

And with veiVd radiance thrones and dignities 

Contemplate the new glory of the heavens. 

A body incorruptible, prepared. 

Was thine. While in th* immuring shades, thou sawtedt 

No hatefU worm ; corruption gaunt had fled 

From place so sanctified. God dwelt in man! 

Imperishable for its tenant^s sake 

The tenement, which else had seen decay, 

ReservM for nobler union. From the tomb 

He rose to light and joy empyreal, 

Mortal immortaliz'd, the human form 

And human nature strangely dignified. 

Inwrought with God, established on the throne 

EternaU Sway thy soeptre. King of Kings! 

Conqueror of earth and. hell. Worthy to reign 

In heaven I 
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Thou rulest o'er the sinner's heart. 
Thou thunderest in Ae ear of black rebellion. 
Starting at roice so irresistible. 
Arrow'd conviction strikes the shrinking soul, 
Paird in its wild career. O 'tis a pang 
Deep wounding, but corrective. Wholesome grief. 
Needful disquietude ! Alarm'd, undone, 
The sinner trembles now, who erst had brav'd 
The skies, the force of truth, the conscience qualm. 
Blunting the shafts of clearest evidence. 
Invulnerable. Prone in the dust he lies. 
Rebellious once, now seeking to return. 
If to return he finds from thy blest word 
Aught of encouragement ; doubtful to him 
That be may find acceptance at thy throne. 
O, where the proud swoln boast, the self-acclaim. 
The independent soul, the confidence 
Of callous ignorance ? Truth with calm light. 
And unwarp'd min'or, shows the smitten man 
Himself corrupt, deform'd. Hark ! from the mount 
Loud peals th' alarming trump, the dooming voice 
Of Sinai, terrible in righteousness. 
Fear falls on culprit souls when the dread word 
Proclaims them curst, and when the Spirit seals. 



138 ^SABBATH RBFLBCTIONS. 

Despair! thou thing beyond the reach of song I 
Terror of terrors, Indescribable, 
Felt, not defin'd ! The nameless misery, 
The dark aberring mind, the leaden heart. 
The dread of wrath, and yet a wish to know 
Heaven^s worst ; the pent up agony, the gloom 
(Oblivious mantle) winding up the soul ' 
In its own darkness lost, — he felt who sings. 
Extinct the last sweet ray of lingering hope. 
O blank confusion ! Worst of mortal woesi 
Careering desolation sways the soul, 
Prostrate, not broken ; struck, yet unimpair'd ; 
Still great to suffer, strong to meditate. 
And rue its fall. « Less dreadful is the wreck 
CooEnplete, though gloomy the delirious night. 
Of the calm maniac. He in wildness tost. 
Rides gaily on the whirling phantasm, pleas'd 
With wry projects. Operations wrought 
To vain importance, imagery strong 
Painted in wildering vacancy, are joys 
To him, and ever new. The windy voice 
Amid the startled trees, lulls in its course 
The Foaming sense ; 'tis melting to the soul, 
'Tis solemn witchery, a magic spell 
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Unspeakable, thrilling th' unsettled brain. 

The rush of storms comes oozing on the mind 

Like the soft pipe of distant Madrigals. 

Oh ! blest inversion ! Beautiful disorder ! 

A dim, tumultuous dream, which, waking from. 

We fain would sleep, and dream it o'er again I 

Who can unlock the prison of despair, 
Lead forth the captive to the light of day. 
Thaw the chiird energies, unwind the thread 
Perplex'd, entangled ? Who restore the pulse 
Of mental health, and bid the torpor cease. 
The joyous current flow ? O Prince of Life ! 
Thine is the power, and thine the glory all ! 
Environ'd in the iron grasp I lay ; 
But thou didst pity, then unchain my souI» 
I saw thee as thou art, all glorious, 
And hail'd thy merit as my only hope ; 
Sinful yet justified, undone yet sav'd» . 
Rob'd in thy righteousness I rise to light. 
Obedient thou to death, the sinner lives^ 
Who else had never hop*d. Impossible 
T' embody, in frail woi*ds, the feeling strange. 
Of throbbing expectation, dubious still, 
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Or flush of intermiogliog passions, when 
The irb beam of hope dawns on the mind. 
Precursor sweet of purer light. Blest pledge 1 
Like evanescent hues which hovering play 
Upon the film of blindness, undefined. 
Yet telling the dark soul there is a sun. 
So when a child, I Ve gaz'd upon that orb, 
Then closing my dim eyes, have wondered long 
At the fair spectacle that freak'd in gloom. 

Glad then, I hail'd thy form ineffable, 
Religion ! Sweet presiding influence ! 
The balmy sprinkled blood gives inward peace. 
The aching conscience heal'd, not lull'd, no more 
Alarms with tortuous guilt. The blessed calm 
Alone is understood by that new mind. 
Wrought into holy quietude by power 
Invisible. Th' assuaging Spirit moves. 
Softening the rigid tempest into rest ; 
And, quelling the rude turbulence of strife, 
Leads back the devious passions to'their place ; 
Then with all potent hand, serenely reins 
The rampant soul, her froward energies 
Guiding to happy end. Now let me live 
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To thee, O risen Jesus ! while I live, 
Thou Lord of Sabbaths here below, sole Giver 
Of that still sabbath of the mind, when sin 
Is pardon'd through thy sacrifice. Thou Lord 
Of that long day of rest above the skies, 
Where mortal sin and mortal tears obtrude 
No more, be thou my only confidence 
Blest refuge of my soul I In these dark wilds 
Remote from home, O visit and console ! 
With thee 'tis life and peace. If duty prompts 
To arduous work, or earthly sacrifice 
Of all the dearest ties which nature boasts, 
(And dearest ties are nature's honour too,) 
''Tis pleasant to obey ; suffering is sweet, 
Labour is ease, contumely brings its joy. 
Yet the bold missionary (O great name, 
Not his who sings — a fig all immature 
Cast useless to the ground) still often thinks 
Of former years, and dear associations. 
Grown to his very soul ***• 
Deem not his soul is dead to love and home ! 
The mind thus ardent, cannot feel the blunt 
Of listless apathy. He leves his home, 
He loves the rural vale which gave him birth, 
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And foster'd all* his infant hours. He loves 
Each pictured recollection of the roof 
Obscurely seen between the sheltering trees. 
Nor can the lapse of time obliterate 
The rising images of past delight. 
Mean were the offering, worthless were the meed^ 
T* hare left a land, a home, he could not love. 
Oft while his hoary parents, bowed with years. 
Still tenants of the humble cot (endeared 
To them because the scene of long*fied joys) 
Mid daily prayers suffuse the failing eye, 
Dropping big tears in memory of their son 
Whose absence they must feel, but ne'er lament ; 
Grief answers grief, and. he in distant land 
Unknown, unseen, indulges the deep sigh. 
And cherishes affection's keenest pang. 
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Languid 1 rise to bail the Indian sun 
Full orb'd, appearing o'er the long drawn line. 
Where no blue undulating hills relieve 
The tedious stiffness, and no dapple robe. 
Calm vestment of the morn in other climes, 
.With ever changing glories, veils the light 
From the tir'd eye, diffusing harmony 
And sweet repose, with splendid colouring. 
Blent with aught beautiful of Lorrain cast. 
Sublime because impressive. Yet I love 
Thy wide effulgence, emblem of that orb 
Whose light divine shall radiate these lands. 
And wake the soul to bliss unknown before^ 
Expanding to the genial influence 
Each intellectual energy. O day 
Of liberty ! the jubilee of man. 
Poor sinful man ; when shall thy dawn arise. 
And he exulting stretch his willing hands 
To bless the ray that lights him to the skies ? 
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It seems not like the Sabbaih. In my youth 
I hail'd with joy that blessed day of rest. 
Although I rested not, nor spent its hours 
In serving God $ yet something caught my soul. 
And catching, blest ; I felt 'twas Sabbath day ; 
I Ibv'd its quiet. The workshop then was still. 
No sound of loom nor spitining-wheel was heard. 
The stunning engine ceased its clack, and all 
Was peace. Methonght, on hours like these, I smelt 
A richer fragrance in the shady sweetbriar. 
To me the cowslip with her golden eyes 
Uplifted some to heaven, others downcast. 
More beauteous smilM, and Nature homage paid 
To God. Thus sweet abroad, in field or garden. 
But sweeter still beneath my natal roof. 
I heard by morning light the hymn of praise ; 
My father sang, he lov'd an early anthem ; 
I felt the mellow note, and thought of heaven. 
Where angels dwell enrapt before the throne. 
Mingling their various chord in symphony 
Soft trumpeting, or swelling the vast chorus. 
Bursting, or high or low, unutterable. 
I read in holy book the awful tale 
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Of Calvary, and wept as stili I read 

How Jesus bung and died upon the tree^ 

Pale, bleeding for our sins. Solemn I tbought 

On Grolgotba, and sad Geebsemane, 

And mus'd, and read again the sorrowful verse. 

On* Sabbath days the floor was neat and clean, 
Scour'd white, with many a flourish. The pictur'd tiles 
In chimney corner wore a cleaner face. 
Bright smiling^ blue, or light or dark ; the forms 
Uncouth and rude, but much endear'd to me. 
There Jonah swam secure, with whale behind ; 
There Moses stood ; there blaz'd the burning bush ; 
And there the patriarchs walkM with slouching hats. 
And breeches, and big shoes. Round the white walls 
Were hung the effigies of solemn men 
With still more solemn wigs, inspiring awe ; 
For they would look on me where'er 1 stood. 
Gay in the window bloom'd the scented stock, 

« 

The bloody-warrior, the sweet clasping pea. 

And crimpled leav'd geranium, fresh and green. 

There too the bottled mint, with fibrous root, 

O'erspread the casement, and the flickering ray 

Fell broken on the floor. Blest times were those } 
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Tliere was a pleasure in the sound of bells, 
Although to cliurch we went not. Yet abroad 
My mother took me by the hand. How sweet 
The recollection, ne'er to be erased ! 
I saw her slip the smooth gloves o*er her arms, 
E({uipp*d in silken gown, with curling sprigs 
Besprinkled. Now the mottled shawl was ta*en 
Forth from the drawers, and o'er the shoulders cast ; 
And high o'er neatly plaited cap and all 
Sat the grave bonnet, chaste, of sober hue. 
My hand in hers, we sallied through the streets ; . 
And as we bent our course to meeting, smil'd. 
And gave the friendly nod to neighbours kind. 
The house of God was fill'd, and rich and poor 
Together met, to learn the way of life. 
The master there devout, in Sunday suit ; 
And there the man, his servant through the week. 
With threadbare coat well brush'd, and buttonhole 
Garnish'd with showy nosegay, meet for sight 
Or smell ; the bushy southernwood, and rose 
Blushing, there liv'd and died. The cheerful hymn 
Then stirr'd my soul. The prayer in accent grave 
Fell mighty on my heart. The reverend man, , 
Humble and meek, explained the holy book. 
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And pour'd Jnstructiou' to the ignorant; 
Skiird> not with specious eloquence to move 
The 90ul, to captivate the listening crowd, 
To drive the wrought affections wide astray. 
Reinless. Far higher, nobler aim had he ; 
He showM the way, and walk'd that way himself, 
To glory. Immortality in view. 
He fervent spake of sin, of righteousness. 
And of the coming judgment; yet recurred 
With honest warmth to Jesus, and his blood 
The balm for stricken souls, blest antidote I 
Vicarious sufferer ! well may preachers dwell 
On sorrows and on glories blended sweet 
As thine were, when the crucifixion tree 
Upheld to mourning skies thy bloody form 
Impal'd ; and well may hearers, motionless^ 
Hang on the preacher' s lips, and wish the .time 
Prolong'd, of service so divine. — But now 
The benediction given, they all depart 
In serious mood. 



O that in heathen land 

' Such outward semblance of the day of rest 

Refresh'd the wearied spirits ; but the voice 
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Of boly song and raptur'd prayer ne*er meets 

The listening ear, bursting from pious hearts ; 

Or if faint heard, soon overwhelm'd with din 

Incessant. Day of rest relieves thee not 

Calcutta, sunburnt city ! For the morn, 

Unblest with sabbath peace, throws her grey light 

0*er hubbub scenes; and through the livelong day 

Tis noise, and merriment, and labour all. 

I do not say there is not aught to please 

Of picturesque beneath this Indian sun 5 

The landscape widely stretch'd, monotonous, 

Has still its beauties. But what scenes can charm 

Like those so rivetted upon the soul 

In earlier days ? They break upon the mind 

In luminous glimpses like the golden scene. 

When now and then the lightning's zig-zag gleam 

Breaks on the frown of night, and hills, and trees 

Fantastically curl'd, and spires^ and towns 

Are seen but for a moment glowingly. 

Then 'sink in deeper darkness; thus revive 

My younger thoughts and sensibilities 

Cherish*d with fond desire. I love the shed, 

Th' abode of humble virtue and of rest. 

With walls all ivy clad, and mossy thatch 
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TiDg'd various, and the brick-red chimney, where 

Sits the lone robin piping to the wind. 

Blest habitation ! more to be desir'd 

Than gorgeous rows of pillars whitewashed o'er, 

And proud verandah, and huge porticoes. 

Involved in one eternal cloud of dust. 

I love the stately elm, the bluish ash, 

The nobler oak, when the green leaves do change. 

Rich, in October gusts, ere falling-time ; 

More than the slender trunk, naked and straight. 

With pectin'd leaves atop, like the stiff plume 

Of shuttlecock, the glory of the east. 

The mist now disappears before the sun 
Intensely glorious, with hi$ fervid beams. 
In one fair bright expanse. The dazzled eye 
Shrinks from the sultry flood, nor finds repose 
On lower scenery. The whiten'd wall 
Of sumptuous house reflects the irksome glare ; 
'Tis splendid all. The Peon's scimitar. 
The crimson turban screwM in Turkish mode. 
The arms of Sepoiy sentinel, the back 
Smooth varnish'd of the poor Bengalee man. 
As squatting by the side of dirty rill 
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He scours bis brazen pot, all glisten bright 
Under the burning ray. Innumerable 
Crowds swarm in busy groups, alert or slow. 
To buy, or sell, or beg. The vehicle 
With heavy load, of barbarous construction, 
Moves leisurely along, grinding each tone, 
Or sharp, or flat, and howl all musical 
From screaming axle-tree. The patient kine 
Pursue their tedious toil ; this way or that 
They turn obedient, as their guide directs, 
By pull of either tail : he sits aloft 
In easy state, and sucks the fragrant smoke 
Delicious from the cocoa-nut, with tube 
And earthern trumpet top, where burns the weed 
Narcotic. Hurrying on, with groan repressed. 
And every nerve full stretch *d, the bearers pass 
Shouldering the palanquin, in which supine 
Lolls the vast bulk of flesh, the well-fed man, 
Sweltering, embox*d, embroil'd. The wretched hut. 
With wall of mud or mat, pours forth its tribes, 
A bronzed crew. The sire there dwells with beard 
Bristly aud grey, bending with age, whose bones 
Start well nigh through their scanty covering. 
There dwells the shriveird woman, lean and black. 
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The mother of the brood ; her shaking head 
Toothless^ her tremulous hand^ and grating voice, 
Scare not the boisterous children, as she stalks - 
With tottering feet to quell their infant riots. 
Coy and demure, with mantling hood thrown o'er 
The jetty hair, whence oft the large black eyes 
Send forth their timid glance, the daughter sits 
Full sleek and shining, with her last-born babe, 
Sleeping amidst the din. The blacksmith's shop 
-Resounds with noise perpetual : here the forge 
Growls to the roaring flame its windy rage. 
Increasing heat vehement ; and the file 
Shrieks o'er the rusty saw, and whets its teeth. 
Harsh clinks the hammer on the iron, glowing 
With fire intense, splashing the starry sparks 
Around ; yet midst the beat, and smoke, and dust, 
The climbing pumpkin gaily spreads its arms 
Athwart the blackened thatch; the ample leaves 
Wandering in graceful forms, luxuriant 
With yellow blossom peeping from beneath 

» 

The verdant covert, hung with ponderous fruit 
Globose. The shops display in gaudy style 
Their eastern stores, where turban-headed men 
Pour to the dazzled view their tinsel ware, 
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And specious gems. The rich caraelians lie 
Profusely cast in heaps of pale blood hue. 
The jacinth of deep flame, the ruby stain'd 
With brighter blush than morning ever boasts, 
Th' ethereal sapphire ting'd with beams of heaven, 
Promiscuous thrown, invite the strangers* eye. 
Who huddle from all parts. The Chinei>e here 
Flirts the neat fan ; the Persian twirls his beads 
With heedless piety. The grave Hindoo, 
The thick^lipp'd Negro, and the sour Malay, 
Of varying colour, garb, and countenance, 
Mingle in common union; all in want. 
Depending on each other, here supply 
Their pressing need by intercourse; their creed. 
Their names, all different, but their interest one. 
Ere long their creed shall be the same, and all 
Join in one brotherhood, dissevered now.-^ 
Enough! I mention not the fruiterer's stall, 
Where mellow plantains hang in stately rows 
Mellifluous, and water-melons plump 
Cumber the floor; nor aught of numerous huts^ 
Where from the Sunderbunds each bird of song. 
And bird of beauteous plumage, wails in vain 
His long captivity. — ^I pass — ^and mourn I 
No respite here, no Sabbath rest serene ! 
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YsT there are those who hail the Sabbath-day, 
And rest from Worldly 'toil; whose prayer ascends 
At early mbrii to Ood, and thankful praise 
Flows in wild numbers. Untaught melody 
From lips which once were tun'd to idol chants, 
And sang unhallowed orgies in the dead 
Of nighty now loud resounds the Saviour's name. 
Yonder they dwell, down in the jungle gloom. 
Where the vast roWs of towering trees appear, 

 

Whose heights are nobly hung with clustering hiits^ 

Betel and cocoa. Twilight dwells beneath 

For ever lingering, and the glare of day 

Is softened down to sombre quietude. 

Irregular, the fern, with sea-green leaf, 

Shoots its exuberance, where all else would fail ; 

And strikes its roots, if nourisbitient ihvites. 

In crannied walls, whether in sun 6t shade. 

And lucid sprouts, and curls its tapering top 

In the slant beam of peeping day. The hut, 

Straw- thatch'd, is sheltered there, th^ stbode df .6n6 
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A heathen ouce, but now a humble saint. 

He greets^ with placid gaze, the freshening breeze, 

And lifts his eyes to heaven, solemn and glad. 

In silent adoration. At his door 

He sits attired with decent nicety. 

And reads with inward joy the sacred page 

Outspread upon his knees. Who is he? say! 

The holy volume answers, ^^ 'Tis a brand 

PJuck'd from eternal burnings." O, the cross 

Hath triumph'd o'er the sinning soul, and won 

A slave from Hindoo darkness. Blessed change! 

A worthy theme for angel minstrelsy ; 

Yea, angel praise could not express such change 

Produc'd by grace divine. 

A Brahmun he. 
Alert in mystic signs, and holy rites. 
He knew to hang the poita with loose grace 
O'er his bronz'd shoulders, swaggering hand in hand 
With kindred Brahmun. None knew more than he 
How with light management to break the toil 
Of irksome ceremonies; none than he 
More punctual to the task. With sober mien. 
And mock solemnity, ere in the east 
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The saffron morn appear'd^ he daily went 
To nearest pool or river. There intent^ 
Abstract from worldly things, the various trick 
Empioy'd his nimble fingers, and his tongue 
Clicked well each incantation. He was proud, 
And thought of heaven as payment for his pains. 
Ablutions were the price of after-bliss — 
Bliss well deserv'd, or else not worth his toil. 
Nor toil'd he at his craft for nought — the fee 
Repaid his labours. When the silver chink 
Fell on his car melodious, then devout 
He inly stirr'd his soul to various act 
And art, like pious sorcery, with spell 
To crobs the dismal will of fate, or break 
And dissipate the dark-wrought omen, big 
With future ill. Each incidental thing 
Was cause of gain to him ; be dally lived 
On others' hopes and fears, and bless'd himself 
That be was born a Brabmun. Tis averr'd 
In holy shaster, (whacan disbelieve?) 
The luckless wretch on unpropitious day 
Who dies, involves his unoffending race 
In ruin. Yea, his plantain trees shall rot. 
Struck to the core with blasting influence^ 
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And all the vernal growth of tedious y^ra 

Shall sicken with foul blight, and withering 

Mark the poor owner's land with nakedness. 

What wonder then if ignorant survivorsi, 

T* arrest the baleful curse and save their souls. 

Haste to the potent aid of willing priest ? 

Squat on his altar, near the slumbering wav^> 

At midnight, when the steady stars above , 

Cast their bright images so deep below 

The river's brink, he -there would say the prayer 

To Yama, lord of dead men and of hell. 

Muttering to planets in their mystic circle '^f 

Then fan the dying sacrificial fire, 

Gilding a moment with its ruddy spires 

The wild expectant features oi the group. 

Whose feai*s subside as the auspicious flame 

With tremulous play upon the embers dies. 

I might relate how once he blindly serv'd 

Each impious idoL Bold in revelry 

He led the frantic dance, as the vile tube 

Four'd the long groan, and shrill pipe sounded high 

In many a curious flourish, or sent forth 

The fulsome snort or squeak. The cymbal twang • 

And dissonance of stunning drum inspired 
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The gesture lewd, and govera'd the mad song ; 
While the white incense burnt with piercing ray 
Intolerable* 



But, O how changed ! how blest 
With renovating power ! Spirit of God, 
Thine be the glory, for the work was thine ! 
The brutish sense shrinks from thy plastic touch. 
Flings off the loath'd corruption, lives anew, 
And thinks, and acts, and feels regenerate. 
Rais'd frocn ignoble thrall the intellect 
Exults in the glad scene, and soars aloft 
Wide in the world of free intelligence. 
The chain is burst, and liberated thought 
Is sanctified sublime. Unfetter'd now 
The generous power expands ; the flow of soul 
Towards God and man, rolls in its excellence ; 
The whetted acumen, now tempered down. 
And rul'd by holy motive, wields its edge 
T' enforce the argument it once repellM. 
The upright elegance, the form benign, 
The easy smile, the affable salan^, 
Assume new grace; the character is cast 
In finest mould> its beautifiil result 
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Christian urbanity. The ready thought. 
And fine perceptive foculty, and turn 
For abs^tract wandering in search of nothing, 
School'd in vain metaphysics, now serene. 
Investigate the wondrous plan of love 
To dying man, and find the noblest bliss 
Wrapt in the mysteiy of the cross. 

The cross 
Absorbs th' exploring mind ; 'tis all his theme. 
Oft, when beneath the- banian, whose long root» 
Innumerable, depending from each branch. 
Wide spread on high, invite to calm repose. 
Bidding the weary pilgrim rest awhile. 
He lifts his voice with (eeling eloquence. 
The manly dignity comporting well 
With message so divine, the placid eye 
Beaming benevolence, the wary word 
And prudent argument, soon dissipate 
Disti'ust. The listening ear is forward bent 
To catch the awful tale ; and as they gaze 
All motionless, he gathers energy, 
Depicting the great truth that Jesus died 
For sinful man. EmpassionM, yet composed. 
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He rules his hearers' hearts, and calls the tear 
Glistening from eyes unus'd to weep, and wakes 
Each tender feeling, pity, joy, and fear, 
And love, alas! too transient. Then with burst 
Of speech pathetic, the last powerful stroke. 
The preacher too must weep. " This is the word 
Of God," they cried ; so judg'd they by its power. 
Blest Bible ! sacred boon of pitying heaven ! 
Feeling thy truth, the poor Bengalee man 
Thy sovereign virtue owns. O let the lay 
Dwell on thy signal victory, obtained 
O'er the dark strength of ignorance. 



THE POOR BENGALEE. 

Rbmotb 
From city noise, near where the Sunderbunds , 
Presents with spendthrift prodigality 
Her waste of woods disordered, hugely wild, 
And flat, and dank, cut into flood- wash'd sections, 
With labyrinthic irrigation, — there 
Lived the poor man, the burden of my song. 
First, speak we of the place. The grand undress 
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Of Nature, greatest in her dishabille^ 

Here smote the contempiatiTe mind with awe^ 

And bade the trembling knees bend to the ground 

T* adore the band tbiLt scattered thus sublime 

The endless forest scenery. Could I 

With bird's-eye ken from topmost bough look down 

Upon the solemn landscape, O how rich 

The vast variety of feature ! Low 

The humbJer intermingling^ foliage smiles, 

Of every tinge, from tender juicy sprout 

To age embrowned, betokening speedy fall 

Of leaf; or rising like the ocean waves 

With dash abrupt and boldly booming swell. 

Yielding to heaven the broad expanded blossom. 

As yet ne'er look*d upon by curious eye. 

Here too the callow young of nameless birds. 

Waking from tree-rock'd slumbers, gaze on high 

Upon the sapphire 6ky, serencfly blest 

Above the world, unstartled at the yell 

Of croucbant beast belo^V them. Burled deep 

Under impenetrable gloominess. 

Slumbers the savage terror of the shades, 

Extinguisb'd the red wrath of his Wild eyes ; 

His rancorous visage rests ofi^ mighty paws, . 
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listless and wearied, midst the o'ertopping growth 

Of laughing weeds for ever wandering. There, 

In the umbrageous hiding-places, spring 

To life and exquisite beauty unknown flowers. 

With speckled eyes, that ne'er behold the sun. 

Nor the calm azure firmament, nor cloud. 

Nor star at night, save where the branches break 

Their woven meshes, and proud parrots play. 

Emerging from the twilight. Wantonly 

O'er the rough bark of venerable trees. 

Throws the tenacious parasite its roots. 

And glows in loveliest guise, nodding' its plumes. 

Light dropping with sweet grace its golden globes. 

And bells, and tubes, and' star-like ornature. 

Perched on the favourite resting-place, the bul-bul 

Wails nightly to the blessed moon unrob'd. 

Rising in silence o'er that dreadful waste. 

Shedding abroad her unobstructed rays. 

Till when the boisterous monsoon from the south 

Marshals th' outrageous blasts. The windy roar 

Then from the troubled bay, breaks in its course. 

The naighty trees tow'ring above their fellows. 

Stretch'd in the skies tb' alarming ridge of clouds 

Black r4>Uing comes to battle, and the storm 

Y 
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Puts out the lights of heaven, and headlong flings 

Her own white fires, piercing the deepest shade 

E'en to the lair of tiger roaring loud 

And hoarse. O, awfiil howling discordance ! 

The growl from thousand throats of frighted beasts; 

The voice of legion'd winds; the rush of torrents; 

TIae ceaseless crash of forests, torn and whirFd 

In hideous consternation; and the peal. 

Tormenting to the ear, of voUied bolts, 

Loosen'd with devastating power, and nihg'd 

To work destruction 1 Lo, the kindling flame 

Midst nether foliage wide and wider spreads 

A wilderness of conflagration vast. 

Casting its angry gleams upon the rear 

Of the departing clouds. 

What, if impressed 
With Nature's terrible magnificence. 
Our convert deem'd such works beyond the power 
Of puny shaster gods, and cherished still 
The secret hope that light would come at length. 
And teach him how to live, and how to die ! 
For immortality dwelt on his mind. 
Intuitive, the visidn darkly shone 
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Upon his restless soul. He felt assured 

He could not cease to be ; but bow to live. 

Whether in weal or woe, in after state. 

Or whom to thank, if all were well at last. 

He knew not. ^^ O great Power !'' thus would he say. 

With eyes fix'd on th' ethereal conflicting. 

Whoe'er thou art, wjiere'er thou dwellest, wrapt 
In everlasting mystery, known to exist 
By these thy visUiugs ; or manifest 
To nations in this world of thine more blest 
Than these thy darker walks, not less thy own ; 
Whoe'er thou art, beard in the hurricane. 
Seen in the fulgence of the firmament. 
Felt in th' immortal souj, yet still unknown 
To me, though ever felt, and seen, and heard ; 
Reveal thyself ! if aught so immensely great 
May but be faintly understood, and lov'd 
By mortal man ; ador'd by energies 
Made to adore, or else create in vain T* 



Yet frail and weak, what wonder if he err'd. 
Inconstant to the better light within ? 
T' emerge at once from glooin, such gloom a3 tha,t 
Which had oppress'd his soul from, the first dawn 
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Of i^eason, were miraculous indeed. 

How strong the shoots of opening predilections ! 

Like the bland evergreens of mantling growth 

O'er tottering tower^ th' insinuating roots 

Worm their dark way, and stubbornly tenacious^ 

Sustain the fabric that else must have fallen. 

The hopes, the fears, the crudity of feelings 

Superinduced upon the infant mind, 

Open to all impressions, careless of good. 

And prone to wrong, — the servile apprehension 

« 

Conjuring to reality a crowd 

Of puerile forebodings, printed first 

Upon the yielding soul by unclean pomp 

Of sanctimonious rites, — ^the chimeras 

Prodigious staring from the favourite page 

Of holy shaster; or more monstrous still 

Falling upon th' astonish'd ear, from lips 

Of holier gooroo, — these are the links 

Thrown o'er the spirit struggling to get free. 

O gently think, and gently judge; nor harsh 

IPronounce him slow to learn, with means so small 

'r 

Of knowing; and with tutelary guide, 

So watchful o'er the abject mind, enchain'd, 

Lest light should beautify the noble captive. 
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And tempt the winged energies to fliglit ; 
So watchful of the pelf, with lucre itch. 
Fingering the hard-earn'd superfluity, 
Archly supplying (for lack of worthier gift) 
The whisper'd muntra. Spell omnipotent ! 
The mystic words, deep treasur'd in the heart, 
Preserv'd for holy use in perilous time, 
Prevail against the spotted malady 
Infectious, stanching the old rotten blotch. 
And drying to plump health the dribbling issue ; * 
Or, working deep into the mortal frame, 
Explore the mazes of the constitution, 
Purge out the leprous blood, and secret give 
Stability to crumbling fle^h. 

Muntras 
Were his in vain abundance. Had their charms 
Deriv'd from combination power to save, 
Him had they sav'd. Deficiencies in aught 
Of venerable regard to the grey sage. 
His holy teacher, ne'er was charg'd against him. 
His gooroo was his god. O, hear the word 
OraculousTrom the deep studied book** 
Ihculcateid in tenderest age, and learnt 
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With Strictest diligence. It is the voice 

O' the Tuntra-Sara — ^^ Docile^ meek, aod »ild 

Will be the trae disciple. Though tl^e Ifiiod 

May steep itself in dregs of lowest guilty 

Floundering with impunity in depths 

Of sin unspeakable, the body pure 

Must be; or woe to unclean wights, erring 

From lettered precept. What the shaster saitli. 

Or good or bad, implicitly believe, 

Nor dare to doubt; (the heavenly must be higher 

Doubtless than th' earthly.) He must understand 

Contraries inconceivable, and admit 

To hearty faith impossibilities. 

If in defections moment he should stray. 

And wickedly perverse, esteem his guide 

Mere flesh and blood, and frail, and mutable. 

Like other foiling men, the burning thrall 

Of hell shall expiate the fault. The sage 

Controls, not mediates the angry gods : 

Should the destroying Shiva hurl his frowxis 

From all bi^ ominous brows, the gooroo's, hand 

Uplifted, turns from the disciple's bead 

The wrath. Prostration in the very dust 

The pupil too must yield, and hless the feet 
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Of him who daves the soul^ and lend his head 

A footstool meet for holy guest. If aught 

Of injury happen to the man revered 

From his ungracious learner^ he will pay 

For such temerity in other births^ 

Crawling to life a base abhorred worm 

Fattening upon the dunghill. Should he cdm 

Renounce the pious incantation^ then 

Dies the lorn wretch ; — renouncing too his guide; 

Down tumbles headlong to the nether world 

Midst barking skrieks, enormous yells, and snarl 

Or whine lugubrious, prey to multitudes 

Of famish'd animals !"— * 

Enough is said 
On this wise. Pass we now to better days. 
Our convert is deliver'd — ^burst the bonds 
That held the prisoner. The power of God 
Demolish^ the strong holds. Forth came the man 

m 

Cloth'd with new being, and wonder'd at the change 
Wrought in himself. The Deity, once heard 
In the hoarse contest of the skies; once seen 
In luminous fires wide rolling through the vault 
Above ; once felt i' the soul inquisitive, 
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Tboogh dark and erring; now reveals himself 

Holy yet kind, compassionate yet just. 

The blest Supreme, worthy of highest love. 

Th' adoring soul receives with faith and joy 

That full salvation which the cross displays 

To Gentile worlds. The Spirit now directs 

The willing miod, and moulds the thoughts, and stills 

The wandering will. Peace! all ye wiid^ conjectures ! 

Te miserable, feat's, ye cheating hopes,. . 

Vain offspring of a base mythology ; 

Ye dark inconp;ruQus. spec trvcs, tossing high, 

Or dimly thwarting, like a meteor stream. 

The chaos of incertitude ; ye strong 

Misshapen things fantastically br^d. 

Roaming dis-tracti O cease your mighty* noise ! 

Fade, all your wildering show ! let the vast scene, 

The broad delusive vision of the mind. 

Expire oblivious ! for the heathen lives ! 

A man renew'd, anoble being now; 

His conversation is in heaven. He smiles, 

And hopes, and patient waits the promised rest ! 

O, born- too soon to die ! eager to quit 
This mortal state, careless of all it boasts ! 
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Tir'd, not of thy new life, but of its ills 
The wreck of thy old nature, thou aspir'dst 
To heaven to see thy Lord so lately known. 
Enough to say of thee, thou liv'dst a life 
Worthy thy Christian name, and diedst a death 
(Qh, may I die like thee) so calm, so still — 
'Twas imperceptible I it came upon thee 
Lfike the sweet dream of heaven ; it caught thy soul, 
And drew thee gently from these fading regions. 
Stealing the breath that whisper'd the last hymn 
Of praise to Him whose mercy call'd thee home. 
'Twas night. The moon was in her course, and blest 
With her fair glimmerings the wreathy cloud 
That hung about her ; and the breathless air 
Found no disturbance, when they dug a grave 
And laid him there. They lov*d him well, and wept, 
And hopM that soon (for they were converts too) 
Themselves should lie beside him, and await « 

The blessed judgment-day. 



DEATH. 

Jkrusalsm ! 
Wratb^ wrath lurks in the silent firmament, 
And kindles into boding brightness. Signs, 
Bickering above thy heavenly piles, cast down 
Blood-beams, and quaking fear, and nameless terror. 
Terror fast cleaving to the stricken heart. 
Pale through the dismal night were seen thy towers. 
And bulwarks, capp'd with battle throng, bristling 
With horrent spear, and shield, and blushing banner. 
Dead hanging in the windless regions. Blank 
Glory and sickly light show*d thy vast buildings 
Starting to view in pinnacled stateliness. 
The holy temple rear'd her reverend turrets 
And spiry columns to th^ astonish'd skies. 
Gleaming a fearful spectacle 'neath omen. 
And flash of ruinous sword. Some said the light 
Portended good ; the hearts of others faiFd 
And sank within* them. E^en the murderous soldier. 
Hardened in crime, felt the appalling shock. 
And stay'd his hand, and bade the bloodshed cease 
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One solitary moment, while his eye 
Glanced angrily against the wan cloud. Then 
Multitudes were dismay'd— their tongues were mut^. 
And dark suspicion utter'd not her dread 
Of days to come. The mother scarce could telF 
Her woe-smote feelings to her crowding babe&; 
But while they clung around her, down she feH 
Upon her trembling knees, and stretched her bands 
In prayer towards the sacred place ; how shone 
Upon her famish'd face th' unearthly fire. 
Revealing all the di*ear display of featui*e. 
The countenance of anguish without hope, 
The heavy darkness gathering on the brows 
Once calm, the meagre mockery of sickness. 
Expunging the faint trace of Jewish beauty. 
Which erewhile bloomed in soul-subduing softness. 
How pressed her wailing babes, and wrapped their heads 
In her disheveird drapery, veiling 
Their shrinking eyes from the death-warning blaze. 
Then spake the frantic prophet not in vain, 
** O thou devoted ruin !" The hour was come. 
And retribution lingerd not. Woe ! woe ! 
Woe ! shriek'd incessantly amid'thy streets^ 
And drearily echoed down demolished lanes^ 
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The group bad scarcely woke to serious life 

Ere the unloTely sketch was made. Turn now 

One lingering moment to the fatal rage 

Of epidemic misery". And yet, 

To look abroad upon the fields and forests. 

You would not deem «tbat now disease and death 

Reign*d with such powerful hand. The kingly trees 

Rejoicing in the loftiness of bloom 

Unfold their fiery splendour. Curling slong, 

The whimsical creepers overtop their fellows. 

Mingling their ftauniing leaves and tendril wires. 

And flowers and berries dangled carelessly. 

Luscious and full. What know they of frail man ? 

Why should they cease to smile because he dies ? 

Yea, they do laugh in innocent revelry 

Gay rankling, while the barbarous habitation. 

Constructed 'neath their shelter, is th* abode 

Of agony and death. Hush ! 'tis the groan. 

The deep-fetch'd breathing of sunk-eyed disease. 

Prone on the ground, dank with foul mouldiness^ 

Lies the deserted Hindoo. Far away ' - 

Dwell his own kindred, and no firiendly hand 

Proffers relief. Abandoned, he must die ! 

The torturing malady prevails; the pang - 
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Tugs at his quivering' heart, and drinks away 
His life. The stroke^ how sudden ! Scarce could he 
Turn his despairing eye to the rude image 
Pictured obscene, and hung upon the wall. 
Scarce could he utter the beloved name 
Of the ugly idol. Stricken the frail mind 
Shuns the wide future, and confus'dly roves 
Backward to long fled scenes oif dizzy life. 
Lingering amidst the dreaniy past. O, say ! 
Doth the loth spirit fear the desperate launch 
Recoiling from the gulf, whose quaking brink 
Whirls its best powers, and scares the faint resolve, 
Till death down dashes the reluctant victim ? 
Or doth she tremble, conscious of her guilt. 
In sad disquietude, with forlorn hope 
And destiny obscure ? No, the dull weight 
Distemperous burning, crushes nerve and brain 
Confounded. Purposes do fade, and wish, ' 
And sober thought, and young desire unripe, 
And bodily strength decline and die. There is 
A cloudy void, a rushing waste disorder. 
Where things of dying life and living death 
Blend in distraction, seen by the spirit's eye, 
And felt till feelit>g feels no more, extinct; 
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Like the last conflict of the day and night 

When silent darkness falls, and light and shade 

Commingle in black union. — ^But 'tis :gone ! 

Thus did be die, and thus have thousands diedl 

Down through the busy lanes, seream'd loud the wheels 

Of vehicles cumber'd with mortality 

In huddled ruin. — ^That flickering towards the north, 

Jtfid in the utter sky, is but the glow 

Of burial burnings ! Wherefore dost thou fear ? 

O, I must tremble while such wrath prevails. 

Look ! yonder look ! the dead and living there 

Are met together in one sorrowful crowd. 

The living little more alive than those 

Whom they would burn to honourable ashes. 

Feeble they raise the pile, and watch the flame 

In thoughtful pensiveness. 

Then brolce upon 
My mind remembrance of that mystery 
Alarming, writ in holy revelation. 
I saw the pale horse in the troubled air.' 
The mighty apparition fiU'd the skies. 
Profoundly black, the clouds were in his path. 
And lightning woke to glory from his hoofs. 
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Trampling in hot vigour to the war. 

Death strode that shadowy steed. Tetnpestaous ire 

Malignly sat upon his crowned brow. 

His hand drew terror from the desolate heavens. 

And hurl'd the dread combustion headlong down 

To earth. Wide hell was in his train. Spectrous 

The cavalcade gioom'd on the pondering soul. 

Then sank in dreadful shade. 
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And I must die ! 
No matter where this dust fiuds kindred earth ; 
Yet the fond soul would sing as though at home 
Amidst her own dear friends^ and woods, and hills. 
And brooks,and flowers, which held her fast when young 
In fairy' bonds. That ground is dear to her ; 
Yea, I could kiss in homage the cold clay 
Once trampled on, thus honouring my mother. 
Whose lap shall give the long, long slumber. Soon 
Earth shall receive this languid frame ; O then 
These weary limbs shall calmly rest. How still. 
How dark the grave where I shall lay me down ! 
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Yet, I am not afraid. 1 love its gloom, 
'Tis peace to me, its darkness is repose. 
Farewell, thou world ! vain, mighty bauble ! now 
I ask but for one spot, one little spot. 
More sweet to roe than all which thou couldst give. 
Blest are the dead! hush'd like the wearied. wave 
When the dread tempest tears no more the deep. 
The pallid countenance here wears a smile, 
A deathlj look, but ah ! 'tis all serene ; — 
Serene the hallowM sigh of weeping friend ; 
The scollop'd shroud, white drapery of death; 
The sunken orbs, the last tear lingering in them ; 
The heavy eyelids clos'Jr&nd clos'd for ever; 
The cold cheek with faint tinge of beaming red. 
Which hope had painted there; the stretch'd-out limbs 
All motionless, and various flower loose strown 
To decorate the dead. — ^Rosemary sweet. 
The spicy pink, the violet, and thyme 
Late odorous breathing on the sunny hill. 
Clustered in melancholy sadness round 
The coffin'd visage and the sickly hands. 
Here fading lie, emblem of mortal man. 
These fade to bloom no more, but I shall rise 
From the dark tomb ; the clouds shall roll away 
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Before that day, the resurrection day 

Whose promise cheers tny dreary passage downwards. 

Hail, Death ! Thou mighty conqueror, all hail I 
Thou king of terrors, terrible no more ! 
Untrembling I descend amid thy shades. 
Whose darkest night, and lowermost abyss. 
Dauntless I seek. Invigorating sleep, 
Prolonged till when th* archangel trump shall sound. 
This frame renews. My Saviour died for me ! 
He is my hope, who sanctified the grave 
By dwelling there himself. O Calvary, 
Thou mount of woe ! when on thy summit stood 
The awful cross bearing the Lord of Glory, • 
Transfix'd the sufferer hung ; when the low cloud 
Black and yet blacker grew to hide the deed. 
As shouting thunder scar'd thy deep foundations, 
And the rent earth received her Maker's blood 
Trembling, then Death in endless ruin sank 
Disabled and undone. Immortal triumph ! 
The disconcerted grave gave up its prey ; 
Impotent now, its brazen gates uptorn, 
X«aid waste its deep recess, its vanity gloom 
Dismantled. Where thy boasted victory. 
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Thou dread of nature ? desolate tliy sway ; 
Thy kingdom is no more ! Great, from the battle 
Of horrid death, calm from the chilling mists * 
Hovering o'er the bosom of thy realms, 
The Saviour rose 1 He trampled down thy ruins ! 
In thy dismay he triumphs, and the Victor 
Conquer'd thy power not for himself alone. 
But that the weak might hope, and rise to life ; 
For me he rose, that I might rise again. 
Strengthen'd by long repose, this body changed. 
Made like his own, shall spurn mortality 
Shake off the dust of this inglorious world. 
And put on incorruption 1 

Farewell, sin. 
Thou source of every other woe ! Farewell, 
Thou pale companion of the wasted youth. 
Consumption, worming slow but sure thy course 
Till man, a squalid ruin, owns thy sway ! 
Farewell the fever'd head, and feverish dream 
Delirious! agoniz'd I/ve wrung my hands 
O'er the vast troubles of a crazy world. 
Wept have 1 o'er its follies, and have heard 
My recompense, abuse, and sallow scorn I 
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Blest boon to me, mor^ grateful than its iiiniles I 

Each tear that gathered I have briisb'd away 

When the sad mind remember*d bitterness 

Of former years ; and I have praised the band 

That held my destiny, and gave me woe 

That I might value bliss. — E*en while I sing 

My venerable father hath declined 

And bow'd his hoary head^he is no more ; 

Yea, my sweet sister too hath fled away ! 

She is a lovely spirit in the skies. 

Great God ! thy will be done ! There is beyond 

The grave a refuge for the way-worn man; 

There friend, and foe, and flock, disturb no* more 

The heart that lov'd them* O, I do not chide, 

I am but part of the same frailty 

I leave behind me ; now I do forget 

The mingled scene of sorrow. Passion, wrath, 



Envy and discontent, and vex'd suspicion. 
With all the plagues of human nature, die. 
Welcome, thou solemn messenger. I '11 shake 
Thy bony band, O Death, the close of ill 
To him whose trembling grasp, and humble faith. 
Rest on the crosa ; whose eyes in dim suffurion 
Discern a dying Christ, and bleeding there 
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For sinners. Death unbars the cloudy door 

Of immortality and blest fruition. 

Enter, tbou fearful saint, enjoy the rest ^ 

Procured through Jesus' blood ; those sanguine drops 

Profusely shed for thee, a rich atonement, 

Thy passport to the heavens. Bless'd are the dead. 

They rest from all dieir labours ! 

Oh ! if vei"se 
Of this frail harp could but receive the touch 
Solemn of some calm being, whose cold remains 
Corporeal had been gathered by the voice 
Of God when Jesus i^ied on Calvary, 
(Fur then the yawning grave cast forth her dead,) 
The dread soliloquy of rising saint 
Haply might then be heard, the burden this — 

SOLILOQUY. 

Wherbforb this coldness preying o*er my face, 
My hands ? that chills my blood, that doth enchaitt 
With winter's frozen bands my heart benumVd ? 
This place — what is it ? a drear vault it seems, 
And if my memory confusM tell true. 
The dwelling of the dead. Irksome and dark, 
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It suits not well my stirring soul. Awake I 
Awake ! Ah, dream I of begun delight ? 
O, where the pillow soft as eider .down, 
The tear-wash'd resting place of aching head. 
Which erewhile stole away an inward woe, 
That woe without a name, unspeakable ? 
And where that sullen pain, the dizzy fever 
Once slowly burning in my brain ? this head 
Feels no unusual pang — 'twere heaven itself. 
No pang to feel again. O, the sweet balm 
Of morning breath, distilling heavenly life ! 
Deeply I sigh, but am not sorrowful ; 
'Tis the soft respiration of delight 
Unearthly. Am I living ? — Strangely glowing 
Do faint ideas gather on my mind — 
Yet 'tis a calm confusion I O, I love 
This thrilling flow of life. Methought I pressM 
Lately my dying bed — ^but where the throb 
Deep, and convulsed? My breast, that heav'dso wild. 
Heaves wild no more, and misery is fled, 
Like a child's anguish, now remember'd not. 
My feeble struggling fain would break this chain 
Of death. Some inward power with kindling warmth 
Inspires my frame. Hark I 'tis the rolling peal ! 

B b 
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It shakes the tomb around ! the clap terrific^ 

Lingers in every vault, in every ear ; 

And the deep earthquake wrecks the startled world. 

Bursty O ye turbulent winds^ burst the dark prison ! 

Bid ruin raze her portals ! Loud, the blast 

Of the last trump, like blast of roaring tempests. 

Blown by the wing'd archangel, doth affright 

The slumbering dead, upstarting at the sound. 

I come ! — thou mighty Saviour thron*d on high 

Yonder in fiery clouds, whose bickering reddens 

Reflected on the various countenance, 

Joyous or sad, of millions now before thee ! 

Lie there, and ever rust, thou perish'd chain ! 

Down, down, ye mortal shackles I — I have torn 

Indignantly your gross impediments I 

Lie useless there, thou dismal shroud of death ! 

And thou corruption, die ! destroy no more. 

This body incorruptible disdains 

Thy reptile chambers. Smiling spirit, come I 

O, hither speed thy flight I One struggle more 

Will end the strife. Sweet angel, lend thy hand I 

O, lift my head ; I mount ; I live for ever I 

riNis. 
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Note 4> page 3^^ line 16. 
Jfith hand on forehead bows, then hastens on* 

" SoMB learned Brahmins now pretend, that the literal 
shedding of human blood is not here intended 3 but it is cer- 
tain, that though openly to sacrifice a man would render the 
sacrificers guilty of murder in the eye of the English govern- 
ment, yet thai horrible rite is still occasionally resorted to 
in secret, when some unsuspecting traveller is decoyed to 
the temple, and his throat cut whilst asleep, and the cere- 
mony performed over a figure of clay or wax."— 'See Rev. 
D. Corrie^s Sermon, in the note under page 11. 

" However shocking it may be, it is generally reported 
amongst the natives, that human sacrifices are to this day 
offered in some places in Bengal. At a village called 
Ksbeeru, near the town of Burdwan, it is positively affirmed 
that human sacrifices are still offered to the goddess Yoog- 
adya, a form of Doorga ; at Kirectnkona, near M oorshuda- 
bad, to Kalee ; and at many other places. The discovery of 
these murders, in the name of religion, is made by finding 
the bodies with the heads cut off near these images 3 and . 
though no one acknowledges the act, yet the natives well 
know that these people have been offered in sacrifice. 

•'About seven years ago, at the village of Serampore, 
near Kutwa, before the temple of the goddess Tara, a hu- 
man body was found without a head; and in the inside of the 
temple different offerings, as ornaments, food, flowers, spi- 
rituous liquors, &c. All who saw it knew that a human 
victim had been slaughtered in the night» and search was 
made after the murderers, but in vain. 

** The second Sungskrlta Pundit, in the college of Fort 
William, once assured me, that about the year 1770, at the 
village of Soomura> near Gooptipara, he saw the head of a 
man with a lamp placed on it, lying in a temple before the 
image of the goddess Siddhefihwouree, and the body lying 
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in the road opposite the temple.*' — See A View of the Hislory, 
Literature, and Religion, of the Hindoos. By the Rev* W, 
Ward. Vol. ii. p. 961, 262. 

Note 5, page 34, line 80. 
He who can do without them must he great* 

" The image of this god has no legs, and only stampt 
of arms ; the head and eyes are very large. At the festivals 
the Brahmuns adorn him with silver or golden hands. 

'' Krishnu, in some period of Hindoo history, was acci- 
dentally killed by Ungudu, a hunter j who left the body 
to rot under the tree where it fell. Some pious person, 
however, collected the bones of Krishnu, and placed them in a 
box ; where they remained till Indru-dhoomnu, a king, who 
was performing religious austerities to obtain some favour 
of Vidbnu, was directed' by the latter to form the image of 
Jugunnathu, and put into its belly these bones of Krishnu, by 
which means he should obtain the fruit of his religious austeri- 
ties, lodru-dhoomnu inquired who should make this image ^ 
and was commanded to pray to Vishnu-kurmu, the architect 
of the gods. He did so, and obtained his request 5 but 
Vishnu-kurmu at the same time declared, that if any one 
disturbed him while preparing the image, he would leave it in 
an unfinished state. He then began, and in one night built 
a temple j but the impatient king, after waiting fifteen days, 
went to the spot ; on which Vishnu-kurmu desisted from his 
work, and left the god without hands or feet. The king was 
very much disconcerted 5 but on praying to Brumha, he pro- 
mised to make the image famous in its present shape.*' — See 
Rev. W. Ward's View, &c. vol. ii. p. 168. 

** Every third year they make a new image, when a ^rah- 
mun removes the original bones of Krishnu from the belly of 
the old image to that of the new one. On this occasion he 
covers his eyes, lest he should be struck dead for looking at 
such sacred relics. After this we may be sure the common 
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people do not wish to see Krishnu's boned. The Raja of 
Burdwnn expended, it is said, twelve lacks of rupees iti a 
journey to Jagunnatha, and in bribing the Brahmuns to per- 
mit him to see those boues. For the sight of the bones he 
paid two lacks of rupees ; but he died in six months after- 
wards for hb temerity !** — See Rev.JF. Ward's View, &c. vol. 
ii. p 3^7. 

Note 6, page 36, line 19. 

Sick and pale 
Thou wouMst have lain on Ganga*s brink. 

" Morning and evening the Hindoos visit and look at this 
river to remove the sins of the night or of the day ; when 
sick they smear their bodies with the sediment, and remain 
near the river for a month perhaps. Some of course recover, 
and others die : a Hindoo says, that those who have a steady 
faith, and an unwavering mind, recover 5 the rest perish. 

*^ The Hindoos are extremely anxious to die in sight of the 
Ganges, that their sins may be washed away in their last 
moments. A person in his last agonies is frequently dragged 
from his bed and friends, and carried, in the coldest or in the 
hottest weather, from whatever distance, to the river side ; 
where he lies, if a poor man, without a covering, day and 
night till he expires. With the pains of death upon him, he 
is placed up to the middle in water, and drenched with it. 
Leaves of the toolusee plant are also put into his mouth ; and 
his relations call upon him to repeat, and repeat for him, the 
names of Rama, Huree, &c. In some cases the . family 
priest repeats some incantations, and makes an offering to 
Voiturunee, the river over which the soul, they say, is ferried, 
after leaving the body. The relations of the dying man 
spread the sediment of the river on his forehead or breast, and 
afterwards with the finger write on this sediment the name 
of some deity. If a person should die in his house, and not 
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by the river side, it is considered as a great misfortune, as he 
thereby loses the help of the goddess in his dying moments.*^ 
— See Rev. W. Ward's View, &c. vol. ii. p. 213. 

Note 7, page 37, Hue 3. 
A passport granted o*er the Hindoo Styx. 

"Tbr dead, in going to Yumu's judgment hall, cross 
Voiturunee, the Indian Stvx : the waters of which, like those 
of Phlegethon, the fourth river of hell, which the dead were 
obliged to cross, are said to be boiling hot.'*— See Rev. W, 
WardHs View, &c. Introductory Remarks, vol. ii. p. 23. 

" Having surrounded the hall of judgment with a river of 
boiling water, the creator ordered, that after death each one 
should be obliged to swim across. This, however^ subjected 
the good to punishment ; to prevent which, it was ordered 
that the offering of a black cow to a Brahmun should cool 
the river, and render the person's passage easy. I do not 
find that the Hindoos have any ferryman like Charon, or 
boat to cross this river 5 though they talk of crossing it by 
laying hold of the tail of the black cow which they offered 
in order to obtain a safe passage." — See Rev. fV, Ward's View, 
&c. Tol. ii* p. 62. 






e* 



Note 8, page 37, line 16. 

Bares to the sun its treasures. 

Juggernaut^ 14th June. I have seen Juggernaut. The 
scene at Biiddruck is but the vestibule to. Juggernaut. No 
record of ancient or modern history can give, I thinks an 
adequate idea of this valley of death. It may truly be 
compared with * the valley of Hinnom.* I have also visited 
the sand plains by the sea, in some places whitened with the 
bones of the pilgrims, and another place a little way out 
of the town, called by the English the Golgotha^ where 

G C 
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the dead bodies are usually cast forth» and where dogs and 
▼uUures are e^cr scea.*' — See Buchanan's Researchesi 

Note 9,, page 41^ line S22. 

No home have toe save where her head is resting. 

** JuooBRKAUT, ^Ist JuQe. I beheld another distressing 
scene this morning at the place of Skulls ; a poor woman lying 
deadj or nearly deadj and her two children \xf» her, looking at 
the dogs and vultures which were near. The people passed by 
without noticing the children. I asked them where was their 
home. They said^ * they had no home but where tbeir mother 
was." — See Buchanan's Researches^ 

Note 10, page 6^, line 12. 
Such as I erst have sung, to Patala. 

'* The tale of the descent of the' Ganges is related to Rama 
by his conductor Vishwa^mitra. King Sagara had determined 
on offering ,the holiest sacrifice, that is, the sacrifice of n 
horse. The wai^rior Ungshuman> grandson of Sagara, attend- 
ed the sacrifice. During the preparatory services, a serpent 
in form of Ununta (a thousand- headed dragon deity) arose 
from the earth, and seized the victim. The priests inform 
Sagara of the event, who calls his sixty thousand sons toge- 
ther, and solemnly charges them to pursue the thief, though 
he should have gone even to Patala, and destroy him, and 
bring back the horse. 

" They, in obedience to his Command, depart, arid with 
spades, clubs, crows, &c. pierce the earth to Palais, t(^bich 
disturbs the repose of certain deities, who apply to Brubma 
to stop the progress of these ' horse-seekers before they de- 
6trov all endued with life.* Bruhma foretells their destjruction. 
The sixty thousand sons, not finding the horse, return to their 
father, who eommands them to renew their digging ; and af- 
ter respectfelly saluting their renowned elephants, they per- 
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ceive Kupila^ (Vishnu,) and near him the horse feeding. Then 
fiiUow th^ rencounter and its consequences. Sagara sends 
Ungshuman to search out the fiite of the sixty thousand sons. 
He travels the road du^ by bis fathers — passes the elephants^ 
* eminent in ek>quence/ wiio infoFm him that he shall return' 
lyitb t^e (lorse. He travels till at length he beholds the re- 
mains of his fathers — a heap of ashes. After bewailing their 
fate> he looks around for water, in order to perform the funeral 
obseqaiesj but looks in vain. The sovereign of birds, Soopur- 
oa,cpmfortshim and tells him, it is not proper to pour common 
water on tlie ashes^ andi that he must bring the Ganges from 
heaven for this purpose ; and that then the sixty thousand 
woi|ld arise to heaven. Upon this, Ungshuman takes the 
horse, and returns to bis father for the completion of the cere* 
mopy. Ungshuman himself is not able to bring the Ganges 
from heaven, although he makes the attempt by retiring to 
the top of a mountain to engage in sacred austerities. His 
son, Dwileepa, is equally anxious to effect this great design, 
bi^t is disappointed and dies. Bhugu-ruiha the pious, the son 
of Dwileepa, is the highly favoured one. He begins his 
course of severities, and his success is complete, as recorded 
in the poem. This tale occupies ihe 32d, 3Sd, 34th, and 
35th sections of the Ramayuna.** 

A brief outline of the descent of Ganga, or the tale of Sa- 
gara, may be found in the Rev. fV. Ward^i View, &c. vol. ii. 

p. 207. 

Note 11, page6«, line 18. 

Thou art their hope, their resurrection thou ! 

" All casts worship Guiiga, yet most of the ceremonies at 
the time of the daily ablutions, with the exception of some 
forms of praise to this goddess, are in the name of Shivu, 
and other gods. The Hindoos particularly choose the banks 
€»( this river for their worship^ as the merit of works per- 

c c 2 
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formed here, according to the promise of the Shasters/ be- 
comes exceedingly augmented, as the following extract from 
Gangu-Vakya-Volee will show. 

. " He who thinks upon Gunga, though he may be eight 
iHmdred miles distant from the river at the time, is delivered 
from all sin, and is entitled to heaven. At the hour of death 
if a person think upon Gunga, he will obtain a place in the 
heaven of Shivu. If a person, according to the regulation 
of the Shaster^ be going to bathe in Gunga, and die on the 
road, he shall obtain the same benefits as though he had ac- 
tually bathed. — Fhere are three million five hundred thousand 
holy places belonging to Gunga; the person who looks at 
Gunga, or bathes in this river, will obtain all the fruit which 
arises from visiting all these three million five hundred thou- 
sand holy places. If a person who has been guilty of killing 
cows, Brahmuns, his gooroo, or of drinking spirits, '&c 
touch the waters of Gunga, desiring in his mind the remis* 
sion of these sins, they will be forgiven. By bathing ia 
Gunga, accompanied with prayer, a person will remoTe at 

once the sins of thousands of births.' *^ — See Rev, 9F» Ward*s 

View, &c. vol. ii. p. 909. 

Note 12, page 64, line 16. 
Vishnu f thou four armed sable god ! 
** This God is represented in tlie form of a black man^ with 
four arms, in one of which he holds a club, in another a shell, 
in the third an iron instrument; of destruction like a wheel, 
(chukra,) and in the fourth a water lily. He rides on Gurou- 
ru, an animal half bird and half man, and wears yellow gar- 
ments." — See Rev, W, Ward's Fiew, &c. vol. ii. p. 6. 

Note 13, page 67, line U. 
And Ute in Bramha, enviable life ! 
*' Ihb Hindoo pundits declare^ that even Europeans dying 
at Benares/ though they may have lived all their days upon 
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COWS* fleshy will certainly obtain absorption into Brumha. 
On this subject they quote a couplet, in which Benares is 
compared to a loose female, who receives all^ and destroys 
their desire of sin by quenching fheir appetites. The Hin- 
doo learned men aho adroit, that Englishmen may partake 
of the blessings of their religion, in two other instances ; viz. 
if they become firm believers in Gunga, or die at Jugan- 
natha-kshetru. In all other respects the Hindoo heavens are 
all shut against eaters of cows' flesh. — See Rev. W. Ward'z 
View, &c. Intro, Rem. vol. ii. p. 55. 

Note 14, page 68, line 8.* 

Each selfish god 
Has his own heaven, 

" Thb following description of the heaven of Vishnu is taken 
from the Muhabharutu. This, called Voikuntha, is entirely 
of gold, and is eighty thousand miles in circumference. All 
its edifices are composed of jewels. The pillars of this hea- 
ven, and all the ornaments of the buildings, are of precious 
stones. The crystal waters of the Ganges fall from the 
higher heavens on the head of Droovu, and from thence into 
the bunches of hair on the heads of seven rishees in this hea* 
ven, and from thence they fall and form a river in Voikuntha. 
Here are also fine pools of water, containing blue, red, and 
white water lilies, (the flowers of some of which contain one 
hundred petals, and others one thousand,) gardens of Nym« 
phoeas^ &c. On a seat, as glorious as the mid-day sun, sit- 
ting on water lilies, is Vishnu, and on his right hand the 
goddess Lukshmee. ^ From the body of Lukshmee the fra- 
grance of the lotus extends eight hundred miles. This god- 
dess shines like a continued blaze of lightning. The devur- 
shees, rajurshees, and supturshees, constantly celebrate the 
praises of Vishnu and Lukshmee, and meditate on their di- 
vine forms. The brumhurshees chant the vedas. The glori- 
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ficd VoUhnuyces approach Vishnu, and constantly serve hiro. 
X he gods are also frequently employed in celebrating the 
praises of Vishnu 5 and Gurooru, the bird-god, is the door- 
keeper."— See Rev. W. Ward's rtew, &c. vol. ii. p. U. 

Note 15, page 81, line 5. 

* Tis thus recorded* 

" Tbcy all DOW, O Rama, going to Kilasba, studded with 
shining metals, appointed Ugni to obtain a son, saying, ' O 
Hootashuna, accomplish this divine work. O illustrious one, 
impregnate with thine energies the flowing stream, the 
daughter of the mountain.* Hootashuna, O Raghuva, ac- 
quiescing in their request, said to Gunga, ' Receive my prolific 
energy.* Hearing this, she assumed a beautiful form : and he, 
beholding her majestic beauty, flowed forth in every direction. 
Then, O son of Rughoo, the great purifier, pouring forth on 
every side bis influence on the goddess, produced all the 
streams of Gunga. She then addressed him who 'precedes 
all the celestials, ' O divine one, filled with inexpressible pain, 
I am unable to sustain thy influence ; I am burning by this 
fire.* He who consumes the oblations made to all the gods, 
replied to Gunga, 'O sinless one, deposit this production 
here, on the side of Himavaut.' At the command of Ugni, 
Gunga, by means of her streams, expelled this most 
resplendent being ^ which, thrown by her on the side of the 
mountain, shone like glowing Jamboonuda*. This substance 
falling on the earth, produced gold of unparalleled brightness : 
from it were also produced copper, and black iron, while its 
baser part became zinc and lead. Fallen thus on the earthy 
from it were produced various kinds of metals. This prod uc« 
tion deposited upon the mountain, all the trees irradiated by 
its splendour became a forest of gold.** — See Ramayuna, 
sect 31. 

* Jambooipoda is a fabled river, the watera of which convert its sand, or van^^, 
to the brigbt gold osed by the gods. This gold Is called Jamboonada. 
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Note 16» page 85, line 4. 
A Huron hero* 

" Thesb teachers were again contradicted by otliers, who 
had a different opinion concerning the situation of the 
land of spirits^ and the road thither. They appeal to 
the testimony of two Indians^ who were dead for several 
days I and had meanwhile been in the habitation of good 
spirits. When they revived, they related that this place was 
to the south of heaven ; and that the bright, called the milky 
way, was the road to it. This led to a most glorious city, 
the inhabitants of which enjoyed every possible good in the 
greatest abundance/* — See LoskieVs History of the Mission of 
the United Brethren among tlie Indians in North America, 
part i. p. 35. 

." At the head of the corpse, which always lies towards the 
east, a tall post is erected, pointing out who is buried there. 
If the deceased was the cliief of a tribe or nation, this post is 
only neatly carved, but not painted. But if he was a captain, 
it is painted red, and his head and glorious deeds are pour- 
trayed upon it. This is also done in honour of a great warri- 
or, his warlike deeds being exhibited in red colours." — See 
LoskieVs History, &c. part i. p. 120. 

Note 17> page 93. line 19. 

Calm if thy spirit. 

*' Tbb circumstances attending this catastrophe were as 
follows : the family being at supper, they heard ah uncom- 
mon barking of dogs, upon which brother Senseman went 
out vX the back door, to see what was the matter. On the 
report of a gun, several ran together to open the house door j 
here the Indians stood with their pieces pointed towards the 
door^ and firing immediately upon its being opened, Mattih 
Nitschman was instantly killed. His wife and some others 
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were wounded, hut fled with the rest up stairs into the garret, 
and barricadoed the door with bedsteads. Brother Partsch 
escaped by jumping out of a back window. Brotlier Wor* 
bas, who was ill In bed in an house adjoining^ jumped like* 
wise out of a back window and escaped, though the enemies 
had placed a guard before his door. Meanwiiile the savages 
pursued those who had taken refuge in the garret, and strove 
hsurd to burst the door open ; but finding it too well secured, 
they set fire to the house, which was soon in flames. A boy 
called Sturgeons, standing upon the fiuming roof, ventured 
to leap offi and escaped. Sister Partsch, seeing this, took 
courage, and leaped likewise from the burning roof. She 
came down unhurt, and unobserved by the enemies ; and thus 
the fervent prayer of her husband was fulfilled, who in jump- 
ing out of the back window, cried aloud to God to save his 
wife. Brother Fabricius then leaped also off the roof ; but 
before he could escape, was perceived by the Indians, and 
Instantly wounded with two bulls. He was the only one 
whom they seized upon alive ; and having dispatched him 
with their hatchets, took his scalp, and left him dead upon 
the ground. The rest were all burnt alive, and Brother 
Senseman, who first went out at the back door, had the 
inexpressible grief to see his wife consumed by the flames. 
Sister Partsch could not run far, for fear and trembling ; 
but hid herself behind a tree, upon an hill near the house. 
Fron¥ hence she saw sister Senseman already surrounded hj 
tlie flames, standing with folded hands, and heard her. call 
out: * 'Tis all well, dear Saviour, I expected . nothing 
else !' The house being consumed, the murderers set fire to 
the barns and stables, by which all the corn, hay, and cattle, 
were destroyed. They then divided the spoil, soaked some 
bread in milk, made an hearty meal, and departed ; sister 
Partsch looking on unperceived." See LoskieVa History, &c. 
partii. p. 1(>6 and 167. 
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Note 18, page 94, line 6. 

O Yama, holy king I for so thou art called* 

** This god is called the holy king who judges the dead. His 
ifiaage is that of a green man, with red garments ; inflam- 
ed eyes ; having a crown on his head, and a flower atuck in 
his hair; sitting on a buffalo, with a club in his right 
hand. His dreadful teeth, grim aspect, and terrific shape, fill 
the inhabitants of the three worlds with terror," — See Rev* 
W, Ward:* Vkw, &c. vol. ii. p. 60. 

Note 19, page 95, line I. 
LHskevelVd, whirling in the frigid blast. 

In the beginning of the year Idll, travelling between 
Providence and Boston, in North America, the writer was 
particularly struck with the appearance of this plant hanging 
carelessly in beautiful festoons, from the branches of the trees* 

This is common in northern regions. — i. l. 

Note ?0, page 95, line 19. 

Thy sentence true, for Chitra^goopta writes, 

'* He is said to hold a court, in which he presides as judge, 
and has a person to assist him, called Chitra-goopta, who 
keeps an account of the actions of men**'— See Rev, fV* 
Ward^s View, &c. vol. ii. p. 61. 

Note 1\, page 96, line 10. • 

Had misinstructed death. 

'' In a certain village lived two persons of the same name : 
one of them had lived out his whole time, the other had many 
years to live. Chitra-goopta examining his register, sent 
Yumu*s messengers to fetch the person whose appointed time 
was expired ; the messengers went, but brought the wrong 
person. On examining his records, Chitra-goopta found 

D d 
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out the mistake, and directed the officers to hasten back with 
the soul before the relations had burnt the body. While at 
Yomaluya, this person looked all around, and saw, in one 
place* the punishments inflicted on the wicked. Yumu*s of- 
ficers were chastising some by casting them into pits of or- 
dure ; others by throwing them into the arms of a red hot 
image $ others by throwing them into pits filled with devour- 
ing worms and insects, or with fire." — See Rev* W. Ward's 
View, &c. vol. ii. p. 63. 

Note 22, page 97> line 6. 

Of it seems 
To mortal scan interminable* 

" Thb wicked have six hundred and eighty-eight thousand 
miles to travel to the palace of Yumu, to receive judgment. 
In some places they pass over a pavement of fire 5 in others, 
the earth in which their feet sink is burning hot ; 
or they pass over burning sands, or over stones with 
aharp edges, or burning hot. Sometimes showers of 
aharp instruments, and at others showers of burning cin- 
ders, or scalding water, or stones fall upon them 5 burn- 
ing winds scorch their bodies ; every now^and then they fall 
into concealed wells full of darkness, or pass through narrow 
passages filled with stones, in which serpents lie concealed. 
Sometimes the road is filled with thick darkness 3 again they 
walk over broken pots, or over hard clods of earth, bones, 
putrifying flesh, thorns, or sharp spikes ; — they travel naked j 
^heir hair is in disorder 5 their throat, lips, &c. parched. 
They are covered with blood or dirt 5 some wail and shriek 
as they pass along ; others are weeping 5 others have horror 
depicted in their countenances. On arriving at the palace, 
they behold Ynnau clothed with terror, two hundred and for- 
ty miles in height, his eyes distended like a lake of water, of 
a purple colour ; with rays of glory issuing from his body ; 
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his Toice is as loud as the thunders at the dissolution of the 
universe. 

''After the evidence has been given against the pri- 
soners, they are struck dumb^ and remain trembling, 
stupified with fear. Yumu then, gnashing his teeth, 
beats the prisoners with his iron club till they roar with an- 
guish ; after which he drives them to different hells.*'— See 
Rev. fV. JFarSs View, &c. vol. ii. pp. 354, 355. 

Note 23, page 108, line 6. 

I heme: been told 
The dying Hindoo shudders at strange sights^ 

** The poor Hindoos, at the hour of death, sometimes fancy 
they see Yumu*js officers, in a frightful shape» coming to 
fetch them away." — Seef Rev* W. Ward^s View, &c. vol. 
ii. p« 61. 



D d2 



NOTES TO PART II. 



Note 24, page 12\, line 24. 

Sweet Pennsylvania. 

Thb forest sceaery of America is peculiarly striking to the 
eye of the stranger. It boasts a rich originality which the 
writer has never seen surpassed. A landscape painted from 
an autumn scene in Pennsylvania, from the magnificent. tints, 
which the foliage then assumes, would be deemed unnatural, 
and even tawdry, by the fastidious connoisseur of a less glow- 
ing clime. He felt not inclined to resist the present opportu- 
nity of paying his tribute to the memory of rural scenes, and 
choice friendships, enjoyed in a cuuntry so foreign to his own, 
and yet so similar, that it seemed to be home, when contrast> 
ed with the country in which he now resides. 

I. !<• 

Note 25, page 156, line 12. 
Muttering to planets in their mystic circle. 

'* If a Hindoo die on an unlucky day, the shasterjs declare 
that not only the whole race of such a person, but thfi very 
trees in his garden will perish. To prevent these dreadful 
effects, a ceremony called Fooshkura-shantu is performed in 
the night by the river side, or in some plain, where two 
Brahmuns sit on an altar and worship the nine planets, 
&c."— See jR^r. W. Ward's View, &c. vol. ii. p. 292. 
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Note ^6, page 165, line 2^. 

0, hear the word 
Oraculous from the deep studied book. 

" The following are the duties of a disciple to his preceptor, 
as given in the Tuntru-saru. A disciple must be docile, keep 
his body pure, be obedient in receiving all that the Shasters 
make known, be capable of understanding what he is taught, 
&c. If the disciple consider his gooroo as a mere man, and 
not the same as his guardian deity, he will sink into misery. 
A pupil must worship his father and mother as those who 
gave him birth ; but he must honour his gooroo in a superior 
degree, as he who rescues him from the path of sin, and 
places him in the way of holiness : the gooroo is, in fact, the 
disciple's father, mother, and god 3 if even Shivu be offended 
*with a disciple, his gooroo is able to deliver him. The disciple 
must promote the welfare of his gooroo by all his actions 5 if 
he injure him, in another birth he will become a worm feeding 
on ordure. If a disciple renounce the initiating incantation, he 
will die ', if he reject his gooroo he will become poor 3 if both, 
he will fall into the Hell Rouruvu (a hell full of animals 
called Rooroo.)" — See Rev, JV. Ward*s View, &c, vol. 

ii. p 255. 

* 

Note 27> page I76, line 4. 
Of epidemic misery. 
Fob an account of the ravages of the disease here referred 
to (the Cholera Morbus) all over India, in the year 1817, 
see the public papers. 
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